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TAAETFT ACE 

HO it ought to be the Care of all Governments, that 

publick Repreſentations ſhould have nothing m them 

but what is agreeable tothe Manners, Laws, Religion 

and Policy of the Place or Nation in which they are exhibited ; 

jet is it the general Complaint of the more Learned and Vir- 

tuous amongſt Us, that the Engliſh Stage has extremely of- 

fended in this kind: I thought therefore it would be an honeſt 

Ambition to attempt a Comedy, which might be no improper 
Entertainment iu a Chriſtian Common-wealth. 

In order to this, theSpark of this Play is introduc dwithas 
much Agility and Life, as he brought with him from France; 
and as much Humour as I could beſtow upon him, in Eng- 
land. Bret he uſes the Advantages of a Learned Education, 
a read; Fancy, and a liberal Fortune, without the Circum- 
ſpection amd good Senſe which ſhould always attend the Plea- 
ſures of a Gentleman ; that is to ſay, a reaſonable Creature, 

Thus he makes falſe Love, gets drunk, and kill: his Man; 
but in the fifth Act rwakes from his Debauch, with the 
Compunction and Remorſe which ts ſu table to a Man's find- 
wg kim'elf ia a Goal for the Death of his Friends withou: 
lis nomie why. | 

The Anguiſh he there expreſſes, and the mutual Sorrow 
between an only Child and a tender Father in that Diſtreſs, 
are, perhaps, an Injury to the Rules of Comedy, but I am 
ſure they are a Fuſtice to thoſe of Morality : And Paſſages of 
ſuch a Naturebeing ſo frequent!y applandrd on the Stage, it 
1s gh time that we ſhould no lerer draw Occaſſons of Mirth 
fron: choſe Images which the Religion of our Ccuntiy tells us 
we 01914 to tremble at with Horror. 

Lat her Moſt Excel ent Maicſlyhas taken theStage into Her 
Conſideration ; and we may hope, by Her gracious Injlztence 
on tne Muſes, Mit will recover from its Apoſtacy ; aud that 
being «acouras'd in the Intereſts of Virtue, twill ſtrip Vice + 
of the gay habit in which it has tooleng appear d. and cloath 
it in its native Dri{. of Shame, Contempt, and Diſhonous. 

94 2 | PR ©O- 


PROLOGUE. 


LL the commanding Pow'rs that aw Mankind 
Are in a trembling Poet's Audience join d, 

in here ſuch bright Gallaxies of Beauty ſit, 
And at their Feet aſſembled Men of Wit : 

Dor therefore owns hig de? Deſpair 
Arca. the Learnaltꝶ i Fair ;' ; 

, both will Seb be his Friend, 
To pardon what he does, for what h intends ; 
He aims to ma ce the coming Action move 
on the dreac Laws of Friendſhip and of Love; 
Sure then he'll find but very few ſevere, 
Smce there's of both ſo many Objects here. 
He offers me. gyoſs Tices to your Sight, 
Theſe too much Horror raiſe for juſt Delight ; 
And to detain th' attentive knowing Ear, 
Pleaſure muſt ſtill have ſomething that's ſevere, 
If then you find our Author treads the Stage 
With juſt regard to a reforming Age ; 
He hopes, he humbly hopes, youwllthink there's due 
Mercy to him, for Fuſtice done to yo 
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EPILOGUE. 


0 UR too advent rous Author ſoar d to-night 
Above the little Praiſe, Mirth to excite, | 


And choſe with Pity to chaſtiſe Delight. 


For Laughter's a diſtorted P 
Of ſudden Self-Eſteem, and i n; y, 
Which, when tis o er, the Mens SPFea/ure wiſe, 5 4 5 
Both him that mov dit, and themſelves, deſpiſe: © 
While gen rous Pity of a painted Woe 

Makes us ourſelves both more approve and know. 
What is that Touch within, which Nature gave 
For Man to Man, e er Fortune made a Slave? 
Sure it deſcends from that dread Power alone, | 


Pl 


Who levels Thunder from his awful Thrc:e, 

And ſhakes both Worlds yet hears the wretched Groan. 
'Tis what the antient Sage could ne er define, 

MHonder i. and callid, part human, part divine: 

'Tis that pure Foy, which guardian Angels know, 

When timely they aſſiſt their Care below, 

When they the Good protect, the Ill oppoſe ; 

'Tis what our Soveraign feels, when ſhe beſtows, 

Which gives her glorious Cauſe ſuch high Succeſs, 

That only on the Stage von ſee Diſtreſs. 
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AGST 1. 
SCENE, S. James's Park. 
Enter Young Boox wr and Late. 


LATINE. 

Ur have you utterly left Oxford ? 
V. Book. For ever, Sir, forever; my 
Father has given me leave to come to 
Rl Town, and I don't queſtion but will let 
SL my Return be in my own Choice 
But, Fack, you know we were talking 
in Maudlin's Walks laſt Week of the Ne- 
| ceſſity, in Intrigues, of a faithful, yeta 
{- | Prating Servant. We agreed therefore to caſt Lots who 


*  _ Rould be the other's Footman for the present Expedition 
A + Fortune, 


2 he lying Lover: Or, 
Fortune, that's always blind, gave me the Superiori- 


* She ſhall be call d no more fo, for that one Action: 
And I am, Sir, in a literal Sense, your very humble Ser- 
vant 3 

V. Book. Begin then the Duty of an useful Valet, and 
flatter meegregiouſly—— Has the Fellow fitted me? How 
is my Manner? My Mein? Do I move freely? Have I 
kick d off the Trammels of a Gon? Or does not the Tail 
on't ſeem ſtill tuck'd under my Arm? Where my Hat is 
with a pert Jirk forward, and little Hitch in my Gate like a 
Scholaſtick Beau This Wig, I fear, looks like a Cap. 

Lat. No, faith, it looks like a Cap and Gown too, tho 
at the fame time you look as if you never had worn either 

V. Book. But my Sword does it hang carelels 
Do I look bold, negligent, and ere& ? That is, do I look 
as if I could kill a Man without being out of Humour? 1 
horridly miſtruſt myself Am I military enough in my 
Air? | fancy People {cc I underſtand Greek. Don't I pore 
a little in my Visage Han'tI a down bookiſh Lour? A 
wo Sadnels—— | don't look gay enough and unthinking, 

= I proteſt you wrong yourself You look very 
brisk, and very i t. | 

V. Book. Oh fy-—- I am afraid you flatter me. 

Lat. I don't indeed I'll be hang'd if my Tutor would 
know either of us. But, good Maſter, to what use do 
you deſign to put the noble Arts and Sciences he taught us 
The Conduct of our Lives, the Government of our 
Paſſions, were his daily talk to us, good Man! 

Y. Book, Good Man ! Why F!l obey his Precepts, but 
abridge em For as he us d to advise me, Ill contract 
_ Thoughts as I'll tell 8 For the Paſſions, 
Til turn 'em all into that one dear Paſſion, Love; and when 
that's the only Torture of my Heart, Vil give that tortur d 
Heart quite away, deny there's any ſuch — as Pain, and 
turn Stoick a ſhorter way than e er thy Tutor taught thee 
—— This is the new Philosophy, you Rogue you 
Tat. But you wou'd not in earneſt be thought wholly 

illiterate? | 


Y. Book, 


DO SEASENWT. 
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v. Book. No; for as when I walk, I'd have you know 
by my Motion | can dance; fo when I ſpeak I'd have you 
{ce I read — yet would ordinarily neither cut Capers, nor 
talk Sentences—— But you prate as if I came to Town to 

an Employment—— No; hang Buſineſs hang Care, 
Fic Fran and pr the __— TW go near 
the ſolemn ings again—— I with 
none but 2 bright — op ? 
Oh Woman! Woman! ] am come where thou liveſt, where 
thou ſhineſt. | e 

Lat. Hey day! Why, were there no Women in Oxford? 

Y. Book, No, no; why, do you think a Bed-maker's a 
Woman? _ . X 

Lat. Yes, and thought new it. 

Y. Book. No, no, 'tis —— thing As he that is not 
honeſt or brave is no Man; fo ſhe that is not witty or fair 
is no Woman No, no, Fack—— to come up to that 
high Name, and Object of Deſire She mult be gay 
and chaſte, ſhe muſt at once attract, and baniſh you 1 
don't know how to expreſs myself but a Woman me- 
thinks is a Being between us and Angels She has ſome- 
thing in her that at the fame time gives Aw and Invitati- 
on; and I ſwear to you, I was never out in't yet. but I 
always judg'd of Men, as I observ'd they judg'd of Wo- 
men: There's nothing ſhewsa Man ſo much as the Object 
of his Aﬀections—— But what do you ſtare at ſo conſide- 
rately. 5 

1 Faith, Sir, I am wondring at you—— how tis 
poſſible you could be fo janty a Town-ſpark in a Moment, 
and have fo easy a Behaviour! look methinks to you, 
as if | were really your Footman——- | 

V. Book. Why, if you're ſerious in what you ſay 1 
vwn it wholly to the Induigence of an excellent Father, in 
whose Company I was always free, and unconſtrain d 
But what's this to Ladies, Fack, to Ladies I was going 
to tell you I had ſtudy'd em, and know how to make my 
Approaches to'em by contemplating their Frame, their in- 
moſt Temper—— I don't ground my Hopes on the Icanda- 
lous Tales and Opinions your wild Fellows have of em 
Fellows that are but meer Bodies Machine which 
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at beſt can but move No, Idraw my Preten- 
ces from Philosophy, from Nature 

Lat. You'll give us by and by a Lecture over your Mi- 
ſtreſs: You can diſſect her. 

V. Book. That I can indeed, and have fo accurately ob- 
ſerv'd on Woman, that I can know her Mind by her Eye, 
as well as her Doctor ſhall her Health by her Pulse I can 
read Approbation through a Glance of Disdain Can ſee 
when the Soul is divided by Dy Tear that twinkles 
and betrays the Heart ; a ſparkling Tear's the Dreſs and Li- 
very of Love—— Of Love made up of Hope and Fear, of 
Joy and Grief | 3 

Lat. But what have the Wars to do with all this? Why 
muſt you needs commence Soldier all of a ſudden? 

Y. Book. Were't not a taking Complement with my 
College Face and Phraset'accoſt a Lady Madam, I bri 


your Ladyſhipa learned Heart, one newly come from the 


Univerfity—— If you want Definitions, Axioms, and Ar- 
guments, I am an able School- man I've read Ariſtotle 
twice over, compar'd his jarring Commentators too, exa- 
min'd all the famous Peripateticks, know where the Sco- 
tiſts and the Nominals differ: This certainly muſt needs 
enchant a Lady. 

Lat. This is too much on th' other fide. 

Y. Book. The Nameof Soldier bids you better welcome: 
Tis Valour and Feats done in the Field, a Man ſhould be 
cry'd up for nor is't ſo hard to atchieve—— 

Lat. The Fame of it, you mean 

V. Book, Yes; and that will ſerve——'Tis but looking 
big, bragging with an eaſy Grace, and confidently muſter- 
ing up an hundred hard Names they underſtand not: Thun- 
der out Villeroy, Catinat, and Bowffleurs ; ſpeak of 
Towns and Caſtles, whose barbarous Names, the harſher 
they're to the Ear, the rarer and more taking Still run- 

ing over Lines, Trenches, Outworks, Counter ſcarps, 
and Forts, Citadels, Mines, Countermines, Pickeering, 
Pioneers, Centinels, Patroles, and others, without Sense 
or Order, that matters not, the Women are ama d, they 
admire to hear you rap em out ſo readily; and many a one 
that went no farther tor't, retailing handsomly ſome 4 
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= 82. 


O ere 


r e 


The Ladies Friendſhip, 5 


like Terms, paſſes tor a brave Fellow—Don't ſtand ga- 
ing, but live and learn, my Lad can tell thee ten thou- 
Arts, to make thee known and valued in these Regi- 
ons of Wit and Gallantry, the Parks the Playhouse 
Lat. Now you put me in mind where we are— What 
have we to do here thus early now there's no Company? 
V. Book. Oh! Sir, I have put on ſo much of the Soldier 
with my Red-coat, that I came here Ir the Ground 
I am to engage upon Here muſt I act, I know, ſome 
Lover's Part, and therefore came to view this 
Walk I privately rambled to Town laſt November 
Here, ay here ſtood and gaz d at high Mall, till I for- 
t'twas Winter, ſo many pretty She's marched by me 
h! To ſee the dear things trip, trip along, and breath fo 
ſhort, nipt with the Season ſaw the very Air not with- 
thout Force leave their dear Lips -—Oh ! They were in- 
tolerably handsom. 

Lat. You'll ſee, perhaps, ſuch to- day but how to 
come at em 

Y. Book. Ay, there's it, how to come at em 

Lat. Are you generous? 

V. Book. I think I am no Niggard. 

Lat. You muſt entertain them high, and bribe all about 
em. They talk of Ovid, and his Art of Loving, be libe- 
ral and you outdo his Precepts The Art of Love, Sir, 
is the Art of Giving ge free to Women, they'll be free 
to you. Not ev'ry open-handed Fellow hits it neither. 
Some give by Lapfuls, and yet ne er oblige. The manner, 
you know, of doing a thing is more than the thing itself — 
2 a jewel, which had been refus'd, if bluntly 
ofter'd. 

Y. Book. Some lose at Play what they deſign a Present. 

Lat: Right the Skill is to be generous, and ſeem not 
to know it of yourself, tis done with ſo much ease; but a 
liberal Blockhead presents his Miſtreſs as he'd give an 
Alms . 5 

V. Book. Leaving ſuch Bloc kheads to their deserv d ill 

Fortune Tell me if thou know ſt these Ladies? 

Lat. No, not I, Sir; they are above an Academick Con- 
verse many Degrees Ive ſeen ten thousand Verses writ 

in 
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in the Univerſity on Wenches not fit to be either of their 
Handmaids-——-I never ſpoke to ſuch a fine thing as Cither 
in my whole Life Im down-right aileep o ſudden 
I muſt fall back, and glad it is my Place to do ſo: Let I can 
get you Intelligence perhaps Ill to the Footman. 

Y. Book. Do you think he'll tell 

Lat. He would not to you perhaps —— but to a Brother 


Footman— Do but liſten at the Entrance of the Mall at | 


Noon, and you'll have all the Ladies Characters in Town 
their Lacquies-—Y ou know all Fame begins from 

our Domeſticks _— 
V. Book. That was a wise Man's Observation Follow 
him, and kro what you can. [Exit Latine. 
Enter PExELOYE, VICTORIA, SIMON and LETTICE. . 
Pen. A Walk round would be too much for us well 
keep the Ma. But to our Tak l muſt confeſs I have 


Terrors when I think of mairying Lovemore: He is in- | 


deed a Man of an honeſt Character he has my good O- 
pinion, bu: Love does not always follow that——He is ſo 
wise a Fellow, always ſo precisely in the right, ſo obser- 
ving and {o jealous —he's blamelets indeed, but not to be 
commended: What good he has, has no Grace in't: He's 
one of thosc who's never highly mov d, except to Anger 
Give me a Man that has agreeable Faults, rather than offen- 
hve Virtues. 

Viz. Offenſive Virtues, Madam? 

Pen. Ves l don't know how — there's a ſort of Vir- 
tue, or Prudence, or what you'll call it, that we can but 
juſt approve——That does not win us. Lovemore wants 
that Fire that Conversation-ſpirit I would have 
They ſay he's learned as well as discreet, but I'm no Judge 
of that: I'm ſure he's no Woman's Scholar; his Wisdom 
he ſhould turn into Wit, and his Learn.ng into Poctry or 
Humour. | 

Viet. Well, I'm not ſo much of your Mind, I like a ſo- 
ber Paiſion. 

Pen. A ſober Paſſion! You took me up jul. now when 
I ſaid an offenſive Virtue— Bleſs me: 

[ Stumbling almoſt to a Fall. 

Y. Book. [ catching her.] How much am I indebted to 

an 
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an Accident, that favours me with an Occaſion of this ſmall 
Service! For tis to me an Happineſs beyond Expreſſion 
thus to kiſs your Hand. 

Pen. The Occaſion, methinks, worn obliging, nos 
the Happineſs mention, worth ame, Sir. 

Y. Book. "Tis rue, Madam, I oweit all to Fortune, nei- 
ther your Kindneſs nor my had any ſhare in't: 
Thus am l ſtill as wretched as I was, for this Happineſs l 
fo much prize had doubtleſs been refus'd my want of Merit. 

Pen. T has very ſoon, you ſee, loſt what you valued in 
it: But I find you and I, Sir, have a different Sense; for in 
my Opinion we enjoy with moſt Pleasure, what we attain 
with Merit—— Merit is a Claim, and may 
juſtly to Favour; when without it what's conferr d is more 


„and therefore more pleaſing. 
Madam, of an Happineſs 
* * h- 


Y. Book. Youtalk a. boar 3 
can't poſſibly be inted with, the enjoying 
— 2 me a very ſingular 
_—_ in letting me know myself very much qua- 
d for Felicity. 

Vie. I ſwear he's a very pretty Fellow, and how readily 
the thing talks I begin to pity Lovemore, but I begin to 
hate Penelope. How he looks! He looks at her ! 

V. Book. But judge, Madam, what the Condition of a 
Man muſt be, that can h the Hand only 
of her he dies for, when her Heart is inacceſſible 
Pen. Tis very well the Heart lies not ſo eaſily to be ſeiz'd 
as the Hand I find Pray, Sir I don't know what 
there's in this very odd Fellow, I'm not angry, tho' he's 

ight rude But I muſt_—- . 
Y. Book.. But your Heart, Madam, your Heart 
[ Preſmgly. 

Pen. You ſeem'd, Sir, I muſt confeſs, to have ſhewn a 
ready Civility, a 2 ra me to fail juſt — for —— 1 
cou d not but t , mit you to ſay what you 
kr a6 = adorn ging — Madam Tis 
a ſure Sign, Sir, you know not me Or if you are what 
indeed you ſeem—— a Gentleman ſure you forget your- 
ſelf, or rather you talk by Memory, a Form or Cant which 
you miſtake for ſomething that's gallant. 


V. Book, 


8 We lying Lover: Or, 
Y. Book. Madam, I very humbly beg your Pardon, if I 
— — and too abrupt] I torgot indeed that I 
oke through Decencies, and that thoꝰ you have been long 
a Familiar to me, Iam a Stranger to | 


Pen. Pray, familiar 8 2 
never {aw you before this nor you me, I believe. 


V. Book. Perhaps not that you know of, Madam — 


For your Humility, it feems, makes you ſo little ſenſible 
of your own P ion, that you o'erlook your Conqueſt; 
nor have you e er observ'd me, tho? I hover Day and Night 
about your Lodging, haunt you from Place to Place, at 
Balls, in the Park, at Church I gave you all the Sere- 
nades you've had, yet never till this Minute cou'd I find, 
and this Minute an unfortunate one—— But this is always 
my Luck, when I'm out of the Field. 

Vie. You've travell'd then, and ſeen the Wars, Sir? 

V. Book: Madam All that I know of the 
Matter is, that Lewis the Fourteenth mortally hates me. 
They talk of French Gold What Heaps have Irefus'd — 
Yet to be generous een to an Enemy, I muſt allow that 
Prince has Reason tor his Rancour to me There has not 
been a Skirmiſh, Siege, or Battle ſince I bore Arms, I made 
not one in: No, nor the leaſt Advantage got o'the Enemy 
but I had my Share, tho perhaps not all my Share o'th' 
Glory You've ſeen my Name, tho you don't know it, 
often in the Gazerte. 

Pen, I never read News. 

Enter LATINE. 

Lat. What Tale's he telling now, tro? 

V. Book. You've never heard, I ſuppose, of ſuch Names 
as Rure monde, Keyſerwart, and Liege: Nor read of an 
Eng liſh Gentleman left dead by his Precipitancy upon a Pa- 
rapet at Venlo] was thought ſo indeed, when the firſt 
Account came away Every Man has his Failings 
Raſhneſs is my Faulr. 

Lat. Don't you remember a certain Place calld Oxford 
among your Towns, Sir ? 

V. Book, Shaw, away—— Oh oh! I beg your Par- 
don, Ladies; this Fellow knows I was ſhot in my lett 


Arm, and cannot bear the leaſt Touch, yet will ſtill be ruſt- 
ing on me. Lat. 


— — — * 
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Lat. He has a Lie, Ithink, in every Joint. [Afide. 

Pen. Doyou bear any Commiſſion, Sir? 

V. Book. There's an Intimate of mine, a General Offi- 
cer, who has often 1 but ſtick 
to any one Application, might ſt be anything Tis 
my — Madam, to have a Mind too extenſive. I 

laſt Summer's Campaign with the renowned Prince 


| Eugene, but was fore d to fly into Holland for a Duel with 
that h 
alitet cllentment — — 


Captain of the Huſſars, Paal Diack——- They 


it will oblige me to attend it, and then I can't follow Ho- 
nour where-Ce'er ſhe's buſieſt, but muſt be confin'd to one 


Nation When indeed tis rather my way of ſerving 


with ſuch of our Allies as moſt want me. 8 

Pen. But I fee you Soldiers never enjoy ſuch a thing as 
Reſt_— You but come home in Winter to turn your Va- 
lour on the Ladies, tis but juſt a of your Welfare. 

Y. Book. I had immediately return'd to Holland, but 
your Beauties at my Arrival here difarm'd me, Madam, 
made me a Man of Peace, or rais'd a Civil War within me 
rather —— You took me Prisoner at firſt ſight, and to your 
Charms I yielded up an Heart, till then unconquer d. Mar- 
tial Delights (once beſt and deareſt to me) vaniſh'd before 
you in a Moment, and all my Thoughts grew bent to pleaſe, 
and ſerve you. | 

Let. Lovemore's in the Walk, Madam, he'll be in a Fit. 

V. Book. Rob me o'th' ſudden thus of all my Happineſs ! 
Yet e er you quite forsake me, authorize my Paſſion, li- 
cence my innocent Flames, and give me leave to love ſuch 
charming Sweetneſs. 

Pen. He that will love, and knows what tis to love, will 
ask no Leave of any but himself. Exit Ladies. 

V. Book. Follow em, Fack. 

Lat. I know as much of em already as needs. The 
Footman was in his talking Vein The handſomer of 
the two, ſays he, I ſerve, and ſhe lives in the Garden. 

V. Book. What Garden? 

Lat. Covent-Garden : The other lies there too. I did 
not ſtay to ask her Name, but I ſhall meet him again, Itook 
particularnotice of the Livery. NE 
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Tok. nn trouble we x know which is which, | 

my Heart and m Genius tell me, tis ſhe, that pretty 

fbz1 talk'd to. — | 
Lat. If, with respect to your Worfhip's Opinion, 1 


I be of I think 
— — ml 


Y. Book. What the dumb thing! The Picture No, 
Love is the Union of Minds, ſhe that mine 
muſt be very well able to expreſs her own. But I ſuppose | 
ſome ſcolding Landlady has made you thus enamour d with | 
Silence. But here are two o th deareſt of my old Com- 
rades, they ſeem amaz'd at ſomething by their Action. 1 

Enter LovEMORE and FREDERICK. 

Fred. How ! A Collation on the Water, and Mufick too? 

Love. Yes, Mufick and a Collation. 

Fred. Laſt Night ? | 

Love. Laft Night too. | 

Fred. An handsom Treat ? ; | 

Love. A very noble one. 

Fred. Who gaveit? 

Love. That I'm yet to learn. | 

V. Book. How happy am I to meet you here 1 

Love. 2 you thus no Happineſs can 
equal mine. [Saluting. 

Y.Book. I truſt myself intrudingly upon you; but you'll 
pardon a Man o'erjoy'd to ſee you. 

Love. Where you're always welcome you never can i- 
V. Book. What were you talking of? 

Love. Of an Entertainment. | 
F. Book. Given by ſome Lover? 

Love. As we ſuppose. 

Y. Book. That Circumſtance deserves my Curiolity ; 
pray go on, and let me ſhgre the Story. 

Love. Some Ladies had the Fiddles laſt Night. | 

Y. Book. Upon the Water too mcthought you faid ? | 

Love. Yes, 'twas upon the Water. 

Y. Book. Water often feeds the Flame. 

Love. Sometimes. 

F. Boot. And by Night too? 1 


———̃ cy” 
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Love. 


4 
* 


Saluting. 
but you'll 


—_ — 
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The Ladie: Friendſbip. 

Love. Yes, laſt Night. 

v. Book. He chose his time well The Lady is handſom. 

Love. In moſt Men's Eyes ſhe is. 

Y. Book. And the Muſick. 

Love. Good, as we hear. 

Y. Book. Some Banquet follow'd ? 

Love. A ſumptuous one, they ſay. 

Y. Book. neither of you all this while know who 
gave this Treat? Ha, ha. 

Love. D'ye laugh at it? | 

V. Book. How can I chuse, to ſee you thus admire a 
flight Divertiſement I gave myself? 

Love. You? 

V. Book. Evn I — 

Love. Why have you got a Miſtreſs herealrcady ? 

Y. Book. I ſhould be ſorry else: I've been in Town this 
Month or more, h for ſome Reasons I appear but 
little yet by Day. I th'dark o th' Evening I peep out, and 
mcognito make ſome Viſits. Thus had I ſpent my time 
but ill, were not 

Lat. Do you know what you ſay, Sir Donꝭ t lay it 
on ſo thic 

V. Book. Nay, you mult be ſure to take care to be in the 
way as ſoon as they land, to fſhew up Stairs I beg Par- 
don, I was giving my Fellow ſome Directions about recei- 
ring ſome Women ot Quality that ſup with me to- night 
mcog——-But you're my deareſt Friends, and ſhall hear 

Fred. to Love. How luckily your Rivaldiscovers himself. 

Y.Book. I took five Barges, and the faireſt kept tor my 
Company; the other tour I fill'd with Muſick of all Sorts, 
and of all Sorts the beſt; in the firſt were Fiddles, in the 
next Theorbo, Lutes and Voices. 

Flutes and ſuch Paſtoral Inſtruments i' th third. 

Loud Mufick from the fourth did pierce the Air. 

Each Consort vy'd by turns, 


Which with moſt Melody ſhou'd charm our Ears. 
The fifth, the largeſt of em all, was neatly hung, 
Not with dull Tapiſtry, but with green Boughs, 
Curioully interlac'd to let 5 Air, 


And 
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And every Branch with Jefſemins, and Orange Policy 


In this the Feaſt was kept. 

Hither with five other Ladies I led her whose Beauty alone 
governs my Deſtiny. Supper was ferv'd up ſtraight; I 
will not trouble you with our Bill of tare, what Diſhes were 
beſt lik d, what Sauces moſt commended; tis enough I 
tell you this delicious Feaſt was of fux Courses, twelve 
TD. 3 b 

Lat. That's indeed enough Conscience. ¶ Aſide. 

Love. Oh the Torture of Jealouſy ! [_4ſfide.] But, Sir, 
how ſeem d the Lady to receive this Entertainment? 
muſt know that. 

Y. Book. Oh! That was the height on't She, I war- 
rant you, was qui | x all this matter. You 
know their way. They 
warrant it wou'd not ſo much as ſmile to make the Fellow 
— Ta in her 


V. Book. Why you muſt know my Humour Poe- 


bound 


Hand, on cne Knee 72 — her with it as a Cornucopia, 
umble Swain of all his Harveſt— 

to her the Ceres of our genial Feaſt, and rural Mirth 

She ſmil'd the Ladies clap'd their Hands, and all our Mu- 


an Offering from her 


fick ſtruck ſympathetick Rapture at my Happineſs; while 
gentle Winds, the River, Air, and Shore echo'd the Har- 
mony in Notes more ſoft than they receiv'd it Me- 
thought all Nature ſeem d to die for Love like me. To 


all my Heart and every Pulse beat time Oh the Pleasures 


of ſucceſsful Love! Ha, Lovemore ! Ha What, haſt thou 


got a good Office lately——You're afraid I ſhould make 


tome Requeſt. Prithee ben't ſo ſhy, I have nothing toask 
but of my Miſtreſs; what's the matter? 

Love. I 3 Sir, I only attend 

V. Book. Then I'll goon. As ſoon as we had ſupp'd the 


We 


muſt not ſeem tolike.-No, I 


Fireworks play d, Squibs of all forts were darted oy 
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the Skies, whose ſpreading Fires made 2 new Day. A 
flaming Deluge ſeem d to fall from Heaven, and with ſuch 
Violence attack'd the Waves, you wou'd have thought che 
ſiery Element had left his Sphere, to ruin his moiſt Enemy. 
Their Conteſt done, we landed, danc'd till Day, which 
haſty Sol diſturb'd us with too ſoon. Had he ta en our Ad- 
vice, or fear d my Anger, he might in Thetis's Lap have 
flept as long as at Alemenas Labour he's ted : Bus 
ſteering not as we wou'd have preſcrib'd, he puta Period to 
our envy'd Mirth. 1 ä | 
Cove. Truſt me, you tell us Wonders, and with a Grace 
25 rare as the Feaſt itself, which all our Summer's Mirth 
can't equal. | | 
T. Book. My Miſtreſs took me o'th' fudden—— I had not 
a Day's Warning. ST | 
Love. The Treat was coſtly tho? and finely order d. 
Y. Book. I was forc'd to take up with this Trifle. He 
that wants time can't do as he wou d. | 
Love. Farewel, we ſhall meet again at more lcisure. 
Y. Book. Number me among your Creatures. 
Love. Oh jealousy! Thou Rack, Jealousy ! 
Fred. What Reason have you to feel it? The Circum- 
ſtances of the Feaſt nothing agree A 
Love. In Time and Place they do; the reſt is nothing. 
„ | | [Exit Fred. and Love. 
Lat. May I ſpeak now, Sir, without Offence ? 
T. Book. Tis in your Choice now to ſpeak or not, but 
before Company you'll ſpoil all. 
Lat. Do you walk abroad and talk in your Sleep? Or do 
you use to tell your Dreams for current Truth? 
V. Book. Dull Brain ! 
Lat. Why you beat out mine with your Battles, your 
Fireworks, yaur Muſick, and your Feaſts. You've found 
an excellent way to go to the Wars, and yet keep out of 
——- Then you feaſt your Miſtrefles at the cheapeſt 
rate that c er I knew ! Why d ye make em believe you ha 
deen here these ſix Weeks? 
F. Book. My Paſſion has the more Growth, and I the 
better Ground to make Love. 
Lat. You'd make one believe fine things, that m_ 
F £2 | ut 
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but hearken to you But this Lady might ſoon have 
found you out 
V. Book. Some Acquaintance I have got however; this 
is making Love, Scholar, and at the beſt rate too. 
Lat. To ſpeak Truth, I'm hardly come to myself yet, 
your great Supper lies on my Stomach ſtill. I defy Pontack 
to have prepar d a better o'th' ſudden. Your inchanted 
Caſtles, where Strangers found ſtrange Tables ſtrangely 
furniſh'd with ſtrange Cates, were but ſix- penny Ordina- 
ries to the fifth Barge ; you were an excellent Man to write 
Romances, for having Feaſts and Battles at Command, your 
uixot in a Trice wou'd over-run the World; revelling 
skirmiſhing coſt you nothing; then you vary your 
Scene with ſo much ease, and fhuft from Court to Camp 
with ſuch Facility 


V. Book. I love thus to outvie a News-monger ; and as 


ſoon as I perceive a Fellow thinks his Story will turprize— 
I choke him witha ſtranger, and ſtop his Mouth with an 
extempore Wonder : Didit thou but know what a Pleasure 
tis to cram their own News down their Throats again 

Lat. Tis fine, but may prove dangerous Sport, and may 
involve us in a Peck of Troubles : Prithee, Tom, conſider 
that I am of Quality to be kick d or can d by this . 

V. Book. Huſh, huſh, call it not Lying; as for my wa- 
ging War, it is but juſt I ſnatch and ſteal from Fortune that 
Fame which ſhe denies me Opportunity to deserve My 
Father has cramp'd me into a College, while all the World 
has been in Action. Then as to my lying to my Miſtreſs, 
tis but what all the Lovers upon Earth do Call it not 
then by that course Name a Lie. Tis Wit, tis Fable, Al- 
legory, Fiction, Hyperbole or be it what you call it, 
the World's made up almoſt of nothing else. What are all 
the grave Faces you meet in public x meer ſilent Lies, 


empty filly Noddles But after all, to be ſerious, ſince 
am resolv d honeſtly to love, I don't care how artfully I ob- 


know any of them acknowledge they lov d as ſoon as they 
ov d No, they'll let a Man dwell upon his Knees — 
W 


* -- 


tain the Woman I pitch upon Beſides, did you ever | 


| 
| 


5 


dark ſolemn Fronts, by whic they wou'd disguise vain 
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Ve uſe all Arts the Fair to undermine 


And learn with Gallantry to hide Deſign. [Exeunt, 


ACT a II. 


Enter old Bookwit, PEN ELO E, and LET TIcx. 


Old BOOK VII. 


| IsTREss Penelope, I have — 1 Father's * to wait 
upon you, Madam, to you this Morning 3 
nay to talk t ou of Marriage. d ; 


0 

Pen. To nalk to me of Marriage, Sir? 

O. Book. Yes, Madam, in behalf of my Son Tom Book- 
wir. 

Pen, Nay, there may perhaps be ſomething faid 7 — 

| Aſide. 

O. Book. I ſent for him from Oxford with that Deſign, 
he came to Town but Yeſterday ; and if a Father can judge, 
he brings from a College the Mein and Air of a Court 
I love my Son entirely, and hope, Madam, you take my 
Thoughts as to you, to be no want of R to you. 

Pen. Twere want of Sense, Sir, to do that. 

O. Book. If I can remember my Stile to my Miſtreſs of 


old, I'll ease Tom's way, and raise her Expectation of my 
Son. [ Aſide.] Madam, had I my Hat, my Feather, Pan- 
| taloons, and Jerkin on, as when | woo'd your Humble Ser- 


vant's Mother, I wou'd deliver you his Errand. I married 
her juſt ſuch a young thing as you; her Complexion was 


charming, but not indeed with all your Sweetneſs. 


Pen. Oh! Sir! | 
O. Book. Her Neck and Bosom were the ſofteſt Pillows, 
her Shape was not of that nice ſort; ſome young Women 
B 3 ſuffer 
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ſuffer in 
ight Lacing, and conſtant 
Work of Nature, free, unconſtrain'd, 7 1 
ber Charms had not al that Emanation which yours have. 
Pen. Oh fy! , 
O. —7 — N Cres, that —— 
Army of Loves and Zephirs, ons of airy Beings 
attend around you, and appear only o the ſecond Sight of 


fy ? Pray, good Sir, you'll leave nothing for 
your Son to lay. : | 

O. Book. I did not think I had ſuch a Memory. I find 
the Women are 1 * 4 r. ) the Women 
before em it de.] Tom is m 
only Son, and I exremely defre to have him fe 
own Ithink him of much Merit. 

Pen. He wou'd derogate from his Birth, were he not 
much a Gentleman. But to receive a Man in the Character 
of a Pretender at firſt fight 

O. Book. III walk him by and by befove your Window, 
where your own Eyes ſhall 3 I think there's no- 

above his Pretences but yourself; but when one of 

ſo many excellent Qualities beſtows herself, it muſtbe Con- 

deſcenſion You ſhall not answer——Farewel, Daugh- 
ter: We are but too apt to believe what we wiſh—. 

Exit O. Book. 

Pen. Tis as you fGid, Lettice, old Bookwis came'to pro- 
pose his Son. 

Lex. I overheard the old Gentleman talk of it laſt Night 
——But, Madam, you han't heard the Song that was made 
on you——Oh ! Tis mighty pretty. Gentleman is 
dying for you, he ſays it, pure 3 

Pen. Whoever writ em, he's not the firſt Poet I have 
made. They may talk, and fay Nature makes a Poet, but 
I fay Love makes a Poet. Don't you ſeeelder Brothers, 


The hing Lover: Or, 
Shapes of their Mother's making, by ſpare Diet, 


who are by Nature born above Wit, ſhall fall in Love, and | 


write Verses——nay, and pretty good ones, conſidering | 


they can tagg em to Settlements: But let's he. 


To 


2 
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removes it, 252. 
The Bere d f mA truly 
oP . ay, there I come in. 
with Rapture ſhake, 
Tremble o'er all thy numerous Make ; 
Speal in —— my Tears, 
Speak my Foys, my Hopes, N 
ch all depend upon me. 
Thus force her, 3 ſhe'd fy, 
By her own Hand, like me, to dhe. 
Well, certainly nothing touches the Heart of Woman ſo 
much as Poetry. ſup the Maſter is in the next Room, 
tis his Hour, deſire him to walk in. Twill make ones 


| Earstingſe, a Song o'one's Self! 


[ Here the Song is perform'd to a Spinet. 
Well, doſt think, Lertice, my grave Lover writ this fine 
thing—fay't thou? 
Let. No, Madam no Body writes Songs on those 
they are ſure of. 
Pen. Sure of me! The Inſolent 
Let. Nay, I know no more but that he ſaid he d turn me 
_ as ſoon as he had married you. 
en. Tis like enough That's the common Practice 
of) — jealous- headed Fellows Well, I have a good 


mind to dreſs myself anew, put on my beſt Looks, and 


ſend for him to dismiſs him know he loves me. 
Let. NN Jealouſy. 

Pen, As you fay, a jealous Fellow love tis an M 
ſtake, Us for himeif he has Deſires; nor cares what 


the Object of his Wiſhes ſuffers, ſo he himself has Satis- 


— he has a Gluttony, an Hunger for me. 


Ler. An Hunger for you! I proteſt, Madam, it you'd 
let me be his Cook, and make you ready, I'd poison him. 
But I'm glad Simon disobey'd you, and told the Gentleman's 
Servant who you were, and your Lodging. B4 Pen, 
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Pen. Did the Rogue do ſo Call him hither. 
Let. Simon, why Simon. 

Enter S1M ON. 
Pen. Sirrah, I find I muſt at laſt turn you off, you ſawey 


Fellow, don't ſtand ſtaring and dodging with your Feet, | 


and wearing out your Livery Hat with ſqueezing for an 
Excuse, but answer me, and that presently. | 

Sim. Iwill, Madam, as ſoon as you ask me a Queſtion. 

Pen. Not afore then Mr. Pert. Don't you know 
you told the Gentleman's Footman in the Park who I was, 

inſt my conſtant Order, when I walk early. Come, 

Sirrah, tell all that paſs'd between you. 

Sim. Why, Madam, the Gentleman's Gentleman came 
up to me very civilly, and faid his Maſter was in Discourse 
with my Lady he ſuppos d Then he fell into Talk about 


Vails about Profits in a Service: At laſt after a deal of | 


civil Discourse between us 

Pen. Come, without this Preamble— what he ask'd 
you, Impertinence tell that, do 

Sim. He ask'd about you, and Madam Pictoria I ſaid, 
the handsomeſt of the two is my Lady. 


Pen. Speak on boldly, Simon; I'm never angry at a Ser- | 


vant that ſpeaks Truth. 

Sim. He told me he ſhould be very proud of my Acquain- 
tance: Indeed, Madam, the Man was very well- ſpoken, 
and ſtewed a great deal of Respect for me, on your Lady- 
ſhip's Account He is a mighty well- ſpoken Man, and 
faid, he found I was a ſmart Gentleman ſaid he'd come 
again. 

yy Go.you have done your Buſineſs —Godown. [ Exit. 

Let. Well, atter all, Madam, I did not think that Gen- 
tleman displeas d you. 

Pen. Had but young Bookwit his Mein and Converſation, 
how eaſily would he exclude Lovemore ! 

Enter Servant, 

Ser. Mr. Lovemore is coming up, Madam. 

Pen. He has not heard ſure of this new Proposal. 

Let. "Tis poſlible he may, and come to rant or upbraid 
2 Lady ſhip; I wonder you endure him on these Occa- 

ons. 


Pen. 


aid 


. 


The Ladies Friendſbip. 9 
pen. I'll rack his very Heart-ſtrings. He ſhall know all 
that Mane'er ufer d for his native Miſtreſs, Woman. 

Let. His Father, Madam, has been ſo long coming out 
of Suffolk There are ſtrange Tricks in the World, but 
tis not my Place to ſpeak — 

Pen. However his Father may come at laſt; I will not 
wholly lose him; as bad as he is, he's better than no Hus- 
band at all Stay in the Room, II talk to you as if he 
were not present 

Enter LOVvEMORE. 

Love. Ah! Penelope! Inconſtant ! Fickle Penelope! 

Pen, But, Lertice, you don't tell me what the Gentle- 
man ſaid; now there's no Body here you may ſpeax 

Love. Now there's no Body here Then am a Thing, 
an Utenſil I am no Body I] have no Eſſence that Iam 


| ſealibleof —1 think 'twill be fo ſoon——This Ingrate 
this Per jur d! 


Pen. Tell me, I ſay how the Match happened to 
break off? 

Love. This is downright Abuse What! Don't you 
rg He had he Foll her being commonly civil 

Let. He Folly, ing comm vi 
to him, to talk of direting her Affairs before — In 
the firſt Place he thought it but neceſſary her Maid, her 
faithful Servant Mrs. Betty, ſnou d be remov d. 

Love. Her faithful Servant, Mrs. Betty — Her Betrayer, 
ber Whisperer, Mrs. Lertice Madam, wou'd you but 
hear mel will be heard 

Pen. Prithee ſtep, Lettice, and ſee what Noise is that 
without. 

Love. The Noise is here, Madam; *tis I that make 
what you call Noise Tis I that claim aloud my Right, 
and ſpeak to all the World the Wrongs I ſuffer. 

Pen. Cooling Herbs well ſteep'd-—2 good Anodine at 
Night, made of the Juice ot Hellebore, with very thin 
Diet, may be of use in these Cases. 

| [ Both looking at him as diſturb'd. 

Love. Cases What Cases? I ſhalldownrightrun mad 
with this dam d Usage. Am a Jeſt? x 

Ler. A Jeſt——no Faith, this is far from a merry Mad- 
peſs Ha! ha! ha! Love. 
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your 
ymph of the Flood, or Foreft ha! ha! hat 
To be out all Night with a young Fellow Oh! That 
makes you change your Countenance, does it ſo Fine 
Lady——You wonder how I came to know “hy chuse 
a discreeter the next time——he told me all himaclf 


Swoon—die tor Shame at h 22 3 
Pen. I am indeed downrigh — 

em; —̃ Ä—Ä— Kae! 

— Reef? * 


Love. Oh! The 


to treat you, to dance all — —— 13 
Pen. Speak ſoftly my down. 
Love. Thy Father 8 —— beer Fai Thow 
haſt no Father. But to croſs me by Night upon the Water? 
Pen, Well, * upon the Water What ten 
Love. Yes, Night. 
Pen. What of that? 
Love. Without Bluſhing when you hear of t ? 
Pen. Bluſh for what What do you drive at ? 


Midnight Frolicks! But what dol 

0 not how with bended Knees to call you Ceres make 
— an Offering of Summer Fruits, and deify your Vanity 

hou art no Goddeſs, thou'rta very Woman, with all the 
Guile——Your Barges! Your Treats! Your Fireworks! 

* 5 What means the Insolent——You grow inſuffer- 
Love, 


| 


Years, two Ages, with humbleſt 
— — 3 eſterday 


144 


II nn 


_ 


| without Grounds call me Inconſtant, ſhall ſurely find me 


— 
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e. Oh Penelope! That Look, that disdainful Look 

i vicrcd my Soul and ebb'd my Rage, to Penitence and 
Sorrow I own my Fault I'm too raſu 

Pen. Th' imaginary Enemies you raise are but meer 

Forms of your tackly Brain ſo l think, and ſcorn em. 

A diffident, an humorous, and ungenerous Man, who 


ſo: She will be very happy that takes a conſtant Man with 
thousand Humours. * 
Love. Is it a Fault my Life's bound up in thee, - 
That all my Powers change with thy Looks, 
That my Eyes 2 
And ake and roll for Light when thou rt ? 
Pen. A little ill Usage, I ſee, improves a Lover ſtrangely ; 
Jeeves heard hien fpenk fowiell in any Like before. [ Lide, 
Love. Of you I am not jealous: = 
Tis my own Indesert that gives me Fears, 


And Tenderneſs forms Dangers where they re not; 


\ 


Idoubt andenvy all £ thee : 
Not a fond Maker of 2 lng rr bed for only Child beholds 


with ſuch kind Terrors her Infant Offspring as I do her 1 
love. She thinks its Food, if ſhe's not by, unwholſom ; 
and all the ambient Air made up of Fevers and of Quartan 
Agues, except ſhe ſhrouds it in her Arms Such is my 
papitied anxious Care for you; and can I ſee another 
n 

Love. Nay, if you a Secret I 
there'sallthat I fuxpeRt — — — Boot wit 
25 another. | >= 

Pen. Inever ſaw his Face-—- Young Bookwit ? 

Love. What! Not tho he ſollicited a Glance, with Sym- 
—— of charming Note, with ſumptuous Diſnes 

ot when the flying Meteors from the Earth made anew 
Day Not ſee him Oh! That was hard That 
was unkind: Not one Look for all this Gallantry ! But Love 
is blind You can be all Night with the Son, all Day with 
the Father, and never ſee either His Father was here this 
Morning; ſeek not toexcuse—— I find your Arts, and fee 
their Aim too Go, go, take your Bookwit_—. Forget 
your Lover, as he now muſt you. (On 

| en. 


* 
. 
| | 
| 
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Pen. Hear but three Words. 

Love. What ſhall they be ? 

Pen. Prithee hear me. | 
Love. No, no, your Father's coming down. 
Pen. He is not coming, nor can he overhear us. There's 

Time and Priyacy enough to disabuse you. — : 
Love. T'll hear nothing unleſs you will be married, unlem ? 

you give me, as a present Earneſt of yourself, three Kiſſes, 

and your Word for ever. ay 
Pen. To give way to my Satisfaction then and be * > 
Friends again—— you wou'd, Mr. Lovemore, have three 
Kiſſes _— 
Love. Three Kiſſes, your Faith and Hand. 
Pen. Nothing else; will you be ſo contented? 
Love. + ts mig higher Terms, if you accept not 
— Quic 
F wel then No, my Father's coming; ha! ha! 


Love. Laugh at my Sufferings — light my Anger! 

Is this your base Requital of my Love? a 

Revenge, Revenge I'll print on thy Favourite in his 

Heart's Blood my Revenge. Our Swor our Swords 

ſhall dispute our Pretences, rather than he enjoy what my 

long Services entitle me to, which is to do myself right for 

what he intends an Injury; tho' perhaps what we ſhall 

dispute for is better loſt. 

Pen. Mr. Lovemore, you have taken very great Liberties; 

you ſay I have injur'd you in my Regard to another Is 
inion then of what you ſay you will dispute for, 


Love. Look you, Madam ſo therefore as to 18 
that. this is ſuch for that it—— You don't conſider | 
what you ſaid to me | 

Pen. Ha! ha! ha! 

Love. You ſhall by all that's You ſhall repent this. 

[ Flings out. 

Pen. This is all we have for't, a little Dominion before: 
hand These are the Creatures that are born to rule us 
who creep, who flatter, and ſervilely beseech our Favour; 
which obtain'd, they grow ſullen, proud and insolent; pry 

| into 
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into the Gift, the Manner of beſtow ing, with all the little 


Arts th' ungrateful use to hide, or kill Sense and Con- 
. ſcience of a Benefit 


Let. Ay, ay, Madam, tis ſo I had a Sweet-heart 
once, a Lady's Butler, ro whom I gave a Lock of my 
Hair; and the Villain, when we quarrell'd, told me half of 
em were grey. 

Pen. Ha! ha! ha! The Ingrate— the Faithleſs, as Love- 
more ſays _— 
| Let. And yet, Madam, the Rogue ſtole a Letter out of a 
Book to ask me for it as my next Suitor found out. 

Pen. However, I am ſure tis in my Fate to be ſubject to 
to one of *em very ſuddenly. | 

Let. Ah! Madam! The Gentleman this Morning 

Pen. The Fellow's very well, and I am mightily miſta- 
ken if my Couſin Victoria did not think ſo. — 

Let. And ſo do you heartily. ö [ Aſede. 

Pen. Yet I wiſh I had ſeen this young Bookwit before 
Lovemore came to-day —— 

Let. I'll tell you how, Madam Victoria has ne er a 
Lover, and is your entire Friend Now, Madam, ſup- 

you got her to write a Letter to this young Gentleman 
in her own Name Vou meet him under that Name in- 
cognito; then if an Accident ſhould happen, both you and 
ſhe may be ſafe, and puzzle the Truth: You never writ to 
him, ſhe never met him—— 

Pen. A lucky Thought ſtep to her immediately 
Il come to her, or ſhe to me. 

Ler. I fly, I fly [ Exit. 

Pen. This is indeed a lucky Hint of the Wench, in which 


I have another Drift too Now ſhall I ſift my Friend 


Victoria, and perfectly underſtand whether ſhe likes that 

le young Fellow; for if herreserv'd Humour eaſily 
als in with this Deſign on Boot wir, ſhe's certainly (ſmitten 
with the other, and ſuspects me to be ſo too What is 
this dear, this ſudden Intruder Love, that Victoria's long 
and faithful Friendſhip, Lovemore's anxious and conſtant 
Pafion, both vaniſh before it in a Moment Why are our 
Hearts ſo acceſſible at our Eyes My Dear 


Enter 


— Z _ mmm •Äãůͥʞucp — — - — 
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Euter Vicronta. 2 
Vie. Dear Pen. I ran to you well, what ist? 
Pen. Set Chairs, and the Bohea Tea, and leave us. [Ex. 
Let. ] Dear Victoria you have always been my moſt 
intimate Bosom- friend Your wary Carriage and Cir- 
r have often been a Safety againſt Errors to me 
l muſt confeſs it. | [ Filling her Tea, 
_ Vid. But, my Dear, why this Preface to me To the 
Pen. You know all that has paſs'd between me and Mr, 
Lovemore. ; : 
Viet. I have always approv'd him, and do now more 
than ever—— For 'tis not a Mein and Air, that makes that 
worthy Creature, a kind Husband, But 


Pen. True, but here was old Bookwit this Morning, with | 


my Father's Authority to talk to me of the Subject of Love. 
ick. Nay, Madam, if fo, and you can resolve to 
M ee 1 ont yep tho the 
Men are ſo very vitious, {o expenſive 
Pen. How zealous ſhe is to put me out of her way. 
False Creature! [Aide But, my dear Friend, you 
don't take me your F ip out-runs my 
on Twas for his Son at Oxford he came to me he 
_—_—_— before the Door that I may view him 
Vi&. Nay, as one muſt obey their Parents wholly... [ 
think araw y 
— — — Tous 
gratulate Fortune — T sa great Eſtate 
ä n 
niture, and the ths will be all your own Device 
for the Wedding, and the Horses, when and where you 
He knows no better 


Pen. But one ſhall be ſo long teaching a ra Creature: 
Manner 


Vie. Never let him have one twill make him like 
himself, and think of making Advances elsewhere: You'd 
better have him a 
Fellow tor you Look you, Fer. old Age has its Infir 

mities, 


Man that never {aw the Town, is better 


ing, juſt come to Town The Fur- 


Booby How could I think of the old | 


PEE 
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Prospect for an honeſt young Woman 
to being a Mother 

Pen, Oh ! That 1 had but your Prudence! But, my 
Dear, I have a Requeſt to make to you, and that is that you 
would write him an Aſſignation this Evening in the Park 
> Fl the Appointment, and converse with him 
under dar Digi For the old People will clap up a 
Match before I anything of r 
one don t know one's Hu how can one manage him ? 
That is to ay, obey him? 

Vie. Oh! Pray my Dear, do you think I don't under- 
fand you Oh! And there's another thing A Scho- 
nes 

Pen. Because are the moſt knowing 

Viet. No, because they are leaſt knowing. But I'll go 
immediately and obey your Commands I wiſh =_ 
heartil — my Dear, in this Matter. [ Kiſſing her. 

Pen. I thank you, Deareſt I don't doubt it indeed. 

Vi. Where are you going now, my Dear Oh fy ! 
This is not like a Friend Dol use you ſo, dear Madam? 

Pen. Nay, indeed, Madam, I muſt wait on you 

Vie. you ſhan't.—. indeed you ſhan't. 

Pen. follows. 

Pen. Well, Madam, will you promise then to be as free 
with me Thus does ſhe to work me out of 
Lover, by being made my Con —ů 
has been too faſhionable to pais any more I have not 
truſted her The cunning Creature I begin to hate 


ber ſo I'll never be a Minute from her. [ Exit. 


Enter old Booxwrr, young BookwiT and LATINE. 

O. Book. Well, Tom, where have you ſaunter d about 
fince I aw you? Is not the Town mightily increas'd ſince 
you were in it? 

V. Book. Ay, indeed, I need not have been ſo 2 
1 had I ſtaid a Vear longer they had build- 

tome. 

O. Book. But I don't observe you affected much with the 
Aterations Where have you been? 

Y. Book. No Faith, the New Exchange has taken up all 
ny Curioſity. i 


— . ä. — — — 


Buſineſs to correct it by fixing it upon a pro 
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O. Book. Oh! But, Son, you muſt not go to Places tg 
ſtare at Women. Did you buy any n_ 

V. Book. Some Bawbles But my Choice was ſo di- 
ſtracted among the pretty Merchants and their Dealers, | 
knew not where to run firſt One little lisping 
Ribbandths, Gloveths, Tippeths-— Sir, cries have 
will you buy a fine Sword-knot ; then a third pretty Voice 
and Curs y Does not your Lady want Hoods, 
fine green Silk Stockings I went by as if I had been ina 
Seraglio, a living Gallery of Beauties ſtaring from Side 
to Side; I bowing, they laughing ſo made my 
and brought your Son and Heir ſafe to you, through al 
these Darts and Glances to which indeed my Breaſt is 


not impregnable But l wonder whence I had this amo- 


rous Inclination 

O. Boot. Whoever you had it from, Sirrah, tis your 
Object 
But, Tom, you know 1 am always giad to you talk 
with the Gaiety before me, that you do elsewhere But 
I have now ſomething of Consequence (that ſudden ſe- 


rious Look was ſo like me.) [ Aſide.] What Iam going to 


fy now, I tell you is extraordinary 


V. Book. I could not indeed help ſome ſeeming Extrava- 
gancies [| have been forc d to But | 
O. Book. Idonotgrudge you your 
going to ſpeak on't——-tor I decay, and 


ces, I wasnot 
do my Deſires, 


while yours grow ſtill upon you Therefore what may | 


be ſpar'd from mine, I heartily give you to ſupply yours 
*Tis but the juſt order of things I ſcorn to hoard what 


I only now can gaze at, while your Youthand Person want 
those Entertainments you may become and taſte Al 
your juſt Pleasures are mine also -In you my Youthand | 


gayer Years methinks | feel repeated. 
V. Book. Then what can give you, Sir, Uneaſineſs? | 
O. Book. Your Aﬀectation of a Soldier's Dreſs, makes 


me think you bent upon a dangerous, tho noble Course— | 


That you'll expose a Life, that's dearer to your Father than 

yourself, to daily Hazards; I therefore have resolv d to ſet- 

— 2 and chosen a young Lady, witty, prudent, rich 
al 


Y. Book, 
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V. Book. Oh, Victoria! [ Aſide.] Youcannot move too 
flowly in ſuch a Buſineſs. 

O. Book. Nay, tis no ſudden thing Her Father and I 
have been old Acquaintance, and I was fo confident of her 
Worth, and your Compliance, that I can't with Honour 
disengage myself. a 

V. Book. How, Sir! When Honour calls me to the Field, 
whereI may yourName by ſome braveExploit— 

O. Book. You may do it much better, Tom, at home by 


[Aſide 


a brave Boy — Come, come, it muſt be ſo _— 


Y. Book. 
O. Book. 


What ſhall I do tor ſome Invention? 
Let it be ſo, dear Tom, it muſt be ſo. 


V. Book. What if it be impoſlible ? 
2 Impoſſible! As how ? 
. Book. Upon myKneesI beg your Pardon, Sir; Imm_. 

O. Book. Whas....- BJ : 

V. Book. At Oxford 

O. Book. What art thou at Oxford? Rise and tell me. 
*. Book, Why I am married there, ſince you needs muſt 

ow. 

O. Book. Married without my Consent ! 

Y. Book. There was a Force upon me; you'll eaſily get 


all annull'd if you deſire it It was the croſſeſt, molt 
unhappy Accident Yet indeed ſhe is an excellent Crea- 
ture : 

Lat. How could he conceal this all this while from me 
—— ButI remember he us d to be out of the College whole 
Nights we knew not where. [ ade. 
| PeENELOPE and VICTORIA at the Window. 

Pen. Thevery Man we met this Morning; and Iemploy 
my Rival to wi ite to him! How confidently ſhe ſtares at 
the Fellow, and obser ves his Action 

Vie. Betty, do you ſee with what Intent, and with what 
Fire in her Eyes Penelope gazes yonder But take you that 
Letter and give it when the old Gentleman's gone 
Goodneſs! How concern d ſhe ſeems ! Well, ſome Wo- 
122 — Exit Ladies from above. 

O. Book. Let that paſs, ſince the Buſineſs is irrevocable 
— What is her Name? 


V. Book. Matilda, and her Father's Newton. 
C O. Boot. 
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O. Book. They're Names I never heard before; but go or 
V. Book. This Lady, Sir, I faw in a publick Afembly; 
at the firſt Sight ſhe made me hers forever. From that In- 
ſtant I d nor had vital Heat out of her Presence 
be Sun to me ſhed Influence in vain He rose and 
ſet both unobserv d, nor was to any living this human Life 
fo much a Dream as me: All this ſhe observ'd, but not un- 
touch'd observ d. She ſhewed a noble Gratitude t'a noble 
Paſſion; Favours I ſoon receiv'd, but ſeverely modeſt ones, 
Lat. Oh! That's preſuppos d, you to be ſure wou 
ne er deſire any other. [ Afide, 
Y. Book. We had contriv'd to meet o'Nights, 
The ſweeteſt Hours of Love; and there was 1 


Cen Lo "Twas as I remember, 
Yes, 'twas on the ſecond of December; 
That's the very Night I was caught 
Lat. Tis ſtrange, a Fellow of his Wit to be trepan'd into 2 
a „ Dir, 


Marriage [Al. 

V. Book. Her Father ſupp d abroad that Night, which! O. 5 
made us think ourselves ſecure—— But coming home by your b. 
Accident ſooner than we expected, we heard him at the} maker 
Door How did that Noise ſurprize us! She hid me be- Lat. 


hind the Bed, then lets him in. * 
O. Book. I trembie for the poor young Lady Pray t 
on How did ſhe recover herself? 5 Lat. 


v. Book. She fell into the prettieſt artful little Talestodi-fþ ber pit) 
vert him, and hide her Discom Cc which he inter- V. B 
rupted by telling her ſhe muſt be married ſuddenly to one fate for 
propos d to him that Evening This was to me Dagger: Lat. 

O. Book. — 3 i 

V. Brok. S general Answers in that m 
it fo well, that be was going down, when —— 
Watch in my Pocket ſtruck ten He turns him ſhort on 
his amazed Daughter, asked where ſhe had it—— She cried 
her Coutin Martha ſent it out of the Country to be mended 
for her He ſaid he would take care on't; ſhe comes to 
me, but as I was giving it her, the String was ſo entangled be learn 
in the Cock of a Piſtol I always had about me on those Oc: lavent: 
caſions, that my haſte to disengage it fir d it off My umspe 
Miſtreſs ſoOns a- ay The Father ran out, N out You m 

ur — 
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Murder I thought her dead, fear d his Return, which 
he ſoon did, with two boiſtrous Rogues his Sons, and his 
whole Family of Servants--— I wou'd have made my 
Eſcape, but they oppos'd me with drawn Swords ; 1 
wounded both; but a luſty Wench with a Fircſhovel at one 
Blow ſtruck down my Sword and broke it all to Pieces 

O. Book. But ſtil! the poor young Lady | 

V. Book. Here was I ſeiz'd Mean time Matilda wakes 
from her Trance beholding me held like a Ruffian, both 
her Brothers 1 was returning to it What 
ſhould I do? I ſawythe hoary Father in the divided Sorrow, 
for his Sons Lives, and Daughter's Honour, of both which 
he thought me th Invader She with pitying, dying 
and reproaching Looks beſeech'd me and ht me 
what I ow'd her conſtant Love I yielded, Sir, I own [ 
yielded to the juſt Terror of their Family Resentment, 
and to my Miſtreſs's more dreadful Upbraiding. Thus am 
I, Sir, the Martyr of an honeſt Paſſion 

O. Book. That I moſt blame is, that you conceal'd it from 
your beſt Friend I'll inſtantly to Penelope s Father, and 
make my Apoiogy—— He is my Friend Exit. 

Lat. This Marriage ſtrangely ſurpriz d me 

V. Book. Why, did you believe it too, as well as the old 
Gentleman ? Why then I did it excellent y Ha, ha, ha! 

Lat. What, the Watch The Piſtol ! Lady ſwooning, 
her pitying, upbraiding Look ! All Chimæra! 

V. Book. Nothing but downright Wit, to kcep myself 
life for Victoria. 

Lat. May I deſire one Favour ? 

Y. Book. What can I deny thee, my Privado? 

Lat. Only that you'd give me ſome little ſecret Hint 
when next you L-— are going to be witty—— But to 
— Particulars ſo readily ! Tis impoſſible you cou d, I 
ieve, at the begiuning of your Tale know the ending 

— 

Y. Book. These are Gifts, Child, meer Gifts; tis not to 
delearnt—— the Skill of Lying Except Humour, Wit, 
Invention, Presence of Mind, Retention, Memory, Cir- 
cumspection, c. wereto be attained by Induſtr y 


You muſt not hum, nor haw, nor bluſh fort 
C3 Lat. 
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Lat. Who have we got here? J. 

BETTY entring. mortal 

Bet. May I be ſo bold as to crave the Liberty to ask your | ,,,-on 
Name ? | 

Y. Book. My bright Hand-maid, my little ſhe Ganimede — 

— — Thoucharming Hebe—— You may ask me my Name v. B 

for I won't tell it you till you do because I'd Fred 


have the more Words with ou Y. 
Bet. Are not you Mr. Bookwit ? Fred 
Y. Book. The very ſame, my Dear. | Y.B 
Bet. There then He's a mighty pretty Man. Iwillt 
V. Book. [r J You may wonder Your Perſon, | thou o 


and Character this Evening near Rolamond's Pond, on | their P 
the other ſide the Park. Victoria. 
Oh the Happineſs ! What is become of the Girl Oh! | oh, 
Latine ! Latine ! 1 5g omg What ar 
ails me? Why this Joy Who is this from OhIf y ; 
could die methinks this Moment, leſt there ſhou'd bein} j; 
Fate ſome future Ill todaſh my present oy Why Fack, 
why doſt not ask me what's the matter? 

Lat. If you'd but give meleave—— 

V. Book. No, do not ſpeak-— Let me talk all, I fain 
wou'd celebrate my fair one's Praise, her every Beauty! 
But the Mind's too full to utter anything that is articulate, 
and will give way to nothing but meer Names and Inter- 
jetions—— Oh Victoria Victoria Victoria 
Oh my Victoria Read there. 

Lat. Well, I own this ſubſcrib'd Fictoria But ſtill 
am afraid of Miſtakes. 

V. Book. No Kneel down and ask Forgiveneſs — 
You don't believe that ſhe that wou'd not ſpeak to me 
wou'd write-—- But after all Raptures and Ecſtaſies 
prithee ſtep after the Maid, learn what you can of her For- 
rune, and ſo forth Get Intereſt to be admitted another 


time. [Exit Latine. | 
| Enter FREDERICK. Fox 
Fred. Sir, your Servant. Ea 
V. Book. Yours, Sir, have you Buſineſs with me? Lei 
Fred. This Paper ſpeaks it. 


V. Book, 


Iwill be very 
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Y. Book. [reading.] Of a Friend you've made me your 
mortal Enemy M ith your Sword I expect Sati qaction to- 
norrom Morning at ſix in Hide -Par k. LOvEMORE. 

Do you know the Contents of this Letter? 

Fred. Yes, Sir, it is a C from Lovemore. 

V. Book. Are you to be his Second? 

Fred. I offer d it, but he will meet you ſingle. 

V. Book. The fewer the better Cheer. 

Fred. You're very pleasant, Sir. 

Y. Book. My good Humour was ever Challenge Proof — 
punctual. [ Exit Fred.] I fall into Buſineſs 
rery faſt There, thou dear Letter of Love Be there, 
thou of Hatred There Men of Buſineſs muſt fort 
their Papers fear he faw me put up two Letters. 

Enter LATINE. 

Oh, Fack, more Adventures, another Lady has writ. 

Lat. Let's ſee it. 

V. Book. No, always tender of Rep. ſhe is of Qua- 
lity——A Gentleman Uſher came with it. I can't believe 
there's anything in that old Whim of being wxap'd in one's 
Mother's Smock to be thus lucy I ſuppose | was used 
like other Children They clap'd me on a Scull- cap 
fwath'd me hard, play'd me in Arms, and ſhewed me Lon- 
don _— But however it comes about, I have ſtrange Luck 
with the Women. 

Lat. But let us ſee this Letter. 

V. Book. [reading] No, no—— 4 Woman of Condition 
to go ſo far —— But indeed your Paſſim—— your Wit —— My 
Page, at the back Stairs Secrecy and your Veracity—— 

Lat. There her Ladyſhip nicked it Pox, I'll be as 
humorous and frolick as you you pert Fellows are the 
only ſucceſsful _—_ 

V. Book. Well faid, Lad and as Mr. Bayes ſays, now 
the Plot thickens upon us, we'll ſpend our time as gaily as 
the beſt of em and all of it in Love 


For ſince through all the Race of Man we find, 
Each to ſome darling Paſſion is mclin'd, 
Let Love be ſtill the Biaſs of my Mind, [Excunt 


C 3 ACT 


— 
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ACT III. 


Enter VicToRIA and BETTY. 


VICTORI A. 


T His was indeed, Betty, a very diverting Accident, 
that | ſhould be employ'd to write to her Lover 
now I can't but think how angry 
frets, I warrant, at her very Looking-glaſs, which us'd to 
be ker Comforter upon all Occaſions. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ber. I would not be in poor Mrs. Lettice'sPlace for all the 
World Nothing to be ſure can please to-day ; did you 
mind how ſhe neſtled and fum'd inwardly to fee your Lady- 


ſhip look {o well— Nay, indeed, Madam, you were in 


high Beaury—-- 

Viet. Yet I muſt confeſs I was myself a little discom- 
_—_ | wasaſham'd for my Friend and then to (re 

ſhew ſuch a regard for a Fellow —— 

Bet. But I ſwear, were to have my Will. you ſhould be 
always angry at me It gives your Lady ſhip ſuch a pretty 
Fier ceneſs, and quick Spirit to your Features not that 
you want it yet it adds—— 

Fi, There are ſome People very unhappily pretend to 
Fire and Life; there's poor ſtupid inſipid Lady Fad, has 


heard of the Word Spleen, and Diſtaſte, and ſets up for 


being out of Humour, with that unmcaning Face of hers, 
Bet. You're in a fine Humour, Madam 
13, Her Lac yſhip's Phiſician prescrib'd Anger to her 
upon which ſhe comes in publick with her Eyes ſtaringly 
open this ſhe deſigns for Vivacity, and gapes about like 


a wandring Country I ady She pretends to bea Remar: | 


ker, and ooks at everybody But alaſs ſe wants it here 
uid knows not that to fee, is no more to loak, than to go 
bs % Walk For you muſt Knovy, Berty, cyery Child can 

lee 


my Couſin Pen. is-—- ſhe | 


ident, 


— 


ford. 
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ee but tis an observing Creature that can look as 


every pretty Girl can go, but tis a fine Woman that walks. 


Both. Ha! ha! ha! 

Viet. But by the way there's Mrs. Penelope, methinks, 
does neither; I have a Kindneſs for her, but ſhe has no 
Geſture in the leaſt ——My Dear 

Enter PENELOPE. 
Pen. Well, my Dear 
Bet. How civilly People of Quality hate one another, 


Aſide. 

Pen. Well, my Dear, were not you ſtrangely ſurpriz'd 

to {ce that this young Boołwit ſhould be the Soldier we met 
this Morning ? 


Viet. The Confident lying Creature! Indeed I wonder'd 
you'd ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long. 
Pen. You muſt know, Madam, he's married too at Ox- 


Pie. The ugly Wretch! I think him downright disa- 
agrecable But perhaps this is a fetch of hers; he had no 
married Look. [ Aſide. 

Pen. Yet I am resolv'd to go to your Aſſignation, if it 


bebut to confront the Coxcomb, and laugh at his Lies 


Such Fellows ſhou'd be made to know themselves, and 
that they're underſtood. 

Vie. I'll wait upon you, my Dear ——She's very prettil 
dreſs d. ¶ Aſide.] But indeed, my Dear, you ſhan't go wi 
voor Hoods ſo It makes you look abominably, with 
your Head ſo forward There ¶ Diſplacing her Head.] 


That's ſomething V ou had before a feartul, filly, bluſh- 


ing Look Now you command all Hearts 

Pen. Thank you, my Dear | 

Vie. Your Servant, Deareſt _—. 

Pen. But alaſs, Madam, who patch'd you to-day Let 
me ſee At is the hardeſt thing in Dreſs I may ſay with- 
out Vanity——I know alittle of it That ſo low on the 
Cheek pulps the Fleſh too much Hold ſtill, my Dear, 
Il place it juſt by your Eye Now ſhe aownright Gui 

[ Aſzde. 


Vi. There's nothing like a ſincere Friend for one is 
not a judge of one's ſelt—-I have a Patch-box about me. 
C 4 Hoid, 
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Hold, my Dear, that gives youa ſedate Air, that large ong 
near your Temples _— 

Pen. People, perhaps, don't mind these thi But 
if it be true, we ns finely ſings, That all the Paſſions 
in the Features are, we may ſhew, or hide 'em, as we 
know how to affix these pretty artificial Moles _—- 

Vit, And fo catch Lovers, and puzzle Phyſiognomy. 

Pen. Tis true; then pray, my Dear, let me put a little 
Disdain in your Face For we'll plague this Fop There 
that on your Forehead does it. 

Vick. Hold, my Dear, I'll give Indifference for him, a 
Patch juſt at the Point of your Lip exactiy ſhews it And 
that you'redumbtoall Applications. 

[ Aſide, 


Pen. You wiſh I wou'd be. 
Vit. There, my Dear. 
Pen. But, dear Madam, your Hair is not half powder'd — 
Betty, b Powder Box to your Lady lt gives one 
a clean Look (tho your Complexion does not want it) to 
enliven it. 

Viet. Oh! Fy, this from you ! But I know you won't 
flatter me, you're too much my Friend. 


Pen. Now, Madam, you ſhall ſee—— [| Powders her. 
Now ſhe looks like a * [ Aſade, 
Viet. Thank you, my Dear, we'll take an Hack Our 


Maids ſhall go with us Come, dear Friend. 
| Exe. Arm in Arm. 
Bet, Pray, Madam Lettice, be pleas d to goon. 
Let. Indeed, Madam Betty, I muſt beg your Pardon. 
Bet. I am at home, dear Lettice —— 

Let. Well, Madam, this is unkind I don't use you 
with this Ceremony 
Enter young Bookwit and LATINE after a Flouriſh. 

V. Book. Vittoria ! Victoria! Victoria! 

Lat. Make way, make way——By your leave Stand 
by II icłoria 

Formoſam reſonare doces Amaryllida Sylvas., 

V. Book. Well ſaid, 


Sparks belides myself, keep ſuch an Equipage! I don't 
queſtion but in a little time I ſhall be a timer Fop than the 
Town has; et ſeen All my Lacquies ſhall be as 

| | cu 


Exeunt. | 


| 


Fack-—-Let me tcc any of your 
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thou art While thus thus I ride immortal Steeds ov 


my Horses ſtare at me They ſee I am a very new fort 
 , — 
Lat. This israre—The having this Noise of Muſick... 


ut won't it be reckon'da Diſturbance —— 


V. Book, No, no, it is an usual Gallantry here But 
the Vocal is an ce hardly known before me here 
whoam the F of accompliſh'd Fools. of which 
Il inſtitute an Order All Coxcombs of Learning and 
Parts ſhall after me be call'd Bookwits——A Sect will ſoon 
be more numerous, and in more Credit than your Ariſtote- 
lians, Platoniſts and Academicks 


f you 

V. Book. Oh! Sir, no: The Deſign 
the use of Life Therefore I'll ſettle a Family very ſud- 
denly, and ſhew my Literature in Oeconomy 

Lat. As how, pray? 

V. Book. I'Il have four peripatetick Footmen, two Fol- 
lowers of Ariſtippus for Valets de Chambre, and an Epicu- 
rean Cook ith an Hermetical Chymiſt (whoare 
only at making Fires) for my Skullion, and then I think all 
is disposed — But, methinks, this Fair One takes ſtate 
upon her But I am none of your Languiſhers —Iam 
not known in Town, and if I misbehave, tis but being 
ſent back again to my ſmall Beer, and three half-penny Com- 
mons And I, like many another Beau, only blaz'd and 
vaniſh'd. 

| Lat. But you know I love Muſick immoderately-— 
Hoy do you di your Entertainment, let em begin 

V. Book. Well, give me but leave The Fiddles will 
certainly attract the Ladies, I mean the Nymphs who have 
Grotto's round this enchanted Foreſt -In the firſt place, 
you Intelligences that move this Vehicle How the Fel- 
lows ſtare ! 

Chair. Good your Honour, ſpeak to us in Enghſh — 

V. Book. Why then you Chairmen-— wherever I move 
vou are to follow me For | mean to ſtrut, ſnine through 
tne Dusk of the Evening, and look as like a lazy Town 
Fool as I can, to charm c h Lat. 


| 

| 

l 
1 
li 
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Lat. Well, but the Muſicx 

V. Book. But remember, ye Sons of Phoebus, Brethren 
of the String, and Lyre; that is to fay, ye Fidlers Let 
me have a iſh as I now direct When l lift u my 
Cane, let it be Martial-——If I but throw myself juſt for- 
ward on it, or but raise it ſmoothly_—Sigh all for 
to ſhew, as I think fit That I wou'd die, or fight for her 
you ſee me bow to Well then ſtrike up 


SON G, by Mr. Leveridge. 


I. 
Venus has left her Grecian Iſles, 
With 21 K gaudy Train 
of little Loves, ſoft Cares and Smiles, 
In my larger Breaſt to reign. 
II. 
Te tender Herds and liſt ning Deer, 
Forget your Food, forget your Fear, 
The bright Victoria will be here. 
III. 
The Savages about me throng, 
Mov'd with the Paſhion of my Song, 
And think Victoria ſtays too long. 


V. Book. There's for you, Fack ; is not that like a fine 


Gentleman that writes for his own Diverſion? 

Lat. And no bodieselse. 

Y. Book. Now I warrant one of your common Sparks 
would have ſtamp'd, fretted and cry'd, What the Devil! 
Fool'd! — Abus d? While 1 in Metre, to ſhew you 
how well nothing at all may be made to run 

The Savages about me throng, 
Mov'd with the Paſſion of my Song, 
And think Victoria ſtays too long. 

Lat. I begin to be oneof those Savages. 

Enter Vicroxia, PEnELOPE, LeTTICE and BETTY. 

Via. We had better have ſtayed where we were, and 
liſtned to that charming Eccho, than have come in Search 
ot that Liar. 


Lat. 


Let 
2 
ove, 
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Lat. Do you ſee yonder ? 

V. Book. {Gives the Sign and ſings himſelf ] Thus, Ma- 
dam, have I ſpent my Time almoſt ever ſince aw you, 
repeated your Name to the Woods, the Dales, and ecchoing 
Groves 

Pen. Prithee observe him No he begins 

Y. Book. I had not Time to carve your Name on 
Tree, but that's a melancholy Employment, not for those 
Lovers that are favour'd with — — 3 

Viet. Prithee, Couſin, do you talk to him in my Name 
Ill be ſilent till I ſee farther _— 

Pen, The Spring is now ſo forward, that it muſt indeed 
be attributed to your Paſſion that you are not in the Field 

Y.Beok. You do me Juſtice, Madam, in that Thought, 
for I am ſtrangely peſter d to be there Well, the French 
are the moſt induſtrious People in the World 1 had a 
Letter from one of their Generals, that ſhall be nameleſs 
(it cameoyer by the way of Holland) with an Offer of very 
great Terms, if I wou'd but barely ſend my Opinion in the 
Use of Pikes about which he tells me their Prince and 
Generals have lately held a grand Court Martial 

Both. Ha! ha! ha! e 

Lat. These cunning Things ill together to puzzle 
us. Il alarm — — 

Vie. Come, come, we'll have no whispering, no Me{- 
fages at present——Some other Ladies have ſent, but they 
ſhan't have you from us 

Both. Ha! ha! ha! 

Y. Book, I hold myself oblig'd to be of the ſame Humour 
Ladies are in Ha! ha! ha Now pray do me the Fa- 
your to tell me what I laugh d at. 

Pen. Why you muſt know -— Your talking of the 
French and War, put us in mind of a young Coxcomb that 
came laſt Night from Oxford, calls himself Soldier, treats 
Ladies, fights Battels, raises Jealouſies with downright 
Lies of his own inventing ; ha! ha! ha! 

Y. Book. That muſt be an impudent young Rascal cer- 
tainly; ha! ha! ha! 

Vi#. Nay, this is beyond Comparison 

Y. Book, I can't conceive how one of those 2 

ca- 
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Academicks cou'd personate ſuch a Character: For we 
bred in Camps! Have a Behaviour that ſhews we are us d 
to act before Crouds-— 
Pen. Tis certainly ſoNay, he has been confronted 
with it, as plainly as I ſpeak to you, and yet not bluſh'd for 
it, but carry d it as if he knew not the Man 

V. Book. That may be tis want of knowing them - 
ſelves, makes those Coxcombs fo confident. | 

Pen. The Faithleſs! Shameleſs! Well then, to ſee if 
poſlible ſuch a one may be brought to that Sense, I tell you, 
this worthy Hero two Days ago was in ing-ſleeves 
at Oxford, and is called Mr. Boołkwir. Ha! ha! 

V. Book. Well, was it not well enough carry'd ——Poo, | 
I knew you well enough, and you knew me, before you 
writ to me for Mr. Bookwit's Son But I fell into that 
way of talking purely to divert you] knew you a Wo- 
man of Wit and Spirit——and that acting that part would 
at leaſt ſew I had Fire in me, and wiſh'd myself what I 
would be half an Age to ſerve and please you Suffer in 
Camps, all the Viciflitudes of burning Heats and ſharp af- 
flict ing Colds _— 

Viet. Look you, Sir, I ſhall tell Mrs. Matilda Newton, 
your Spouse at Oxford, what you are ſaying to another 
Lad 


* Prithee Couſin, never give yourself the Trouble to 
meddle in ſuch a Work one hardly knows how to ſpeak 
it to a Gentleman, but don't touch 4 Affairs of ſo impu- 
dent a Liar 

Y. Book. Ha! ha! ha Why, Madam, have they told 
you of the Marriage too Well, I was hard put to it there 
Al had like to have been gravelFd, Faith you were 
more beholden to me for chat, than anything Had it 
not been for that, they had marry'd me to Mrs. Penelope, 
old Getwel's Grandaughter. The great Fortune But l 
refus d her for you uo are a greater [ Aſede, 

Lat. Sir, Sir, pray Sir, one Word 

Pen. and Vie. Stand off, Sirrah. 

Vict. You ſhan't come near him, none of your dumb 
Signs. | | 
* Then you have refus'd Penelope, tho' a great For- 
tun What cou'd you dillike in her? Y. 


man, and never is 
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Y. Book. 2 — mY — nor Car- 
iage please me is one of t omen of Condition, 

ods and fay what they please with anaſſur d Air, and 
think that's enough, only tobe call'd fine Miſtreſs ſuch-a- 
one's manner 

Pen. This is not to be endur d- do aſſure you, Sir, 
Mrs. Penelope has refus'd your Betters. 

V. Book. I don't much value my Betters in her Judg- 
ment But am ſorry to ſee you concern'd for her. When 
[have been at Church, _ I firſt = you ve ſeen 
the iddy thing in a Gallery watching Eyes to make 
har 6 11 indeed a very — >. | rang 
guilty of a Sin of Omiſſion to any Lady 
of Quality, within Eye- ſnot In ſhort, I don't like the 
Woman, and wou'd go to Tunis or Aleppo for a Wife, be- 
fore I'd take her 

Vie. I cannot bear this of my Friend: If you go on, 
Sir, at this rate, Tunis or Appello = 96s Places 
for you to ſhew your Gallantry in twill never be recei- 
ved by any here—— I hope ſhe believes me. [ Aſide. 

Pen. The Lady's in right on't—— who can confide 
in a known common Impoltor ? 

V. Book. Ah Madam ! How can you use a Man that loves 
you ſo unjuſtly——- But call me what you will, Liar, Cheat, 
Impoſtor——- do but add, your Servant, and I am ſatisfy d 
—— | have indeed, Madam, ran through many Shifts in 
Hopes to gain you and cou'd be contented to run 
through all the Shapes in Ovid's Metamorphoſis, cou'd I but 
return to this on my bended Knees, of my Fair one's Hum- 
ble Servant. 

Vi&. Prithee let us leave him as you told me, I won=- 
der you can ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long Leave 
him, let him kneel to the Trees and call to the Woods 
if he will Oh, I could brain him how ugly he 


looks kneeling to her. [ Aſide. 
Pen. No, I'll ſtay to plague him more—— But what 


Opinion can I have of this ſudden Paſſion You hardly 
know me, I believe, or my Circumſtances —— 

V. Book. No, no, not I-— | don't know you Your 
Mother was not Alderman Sterling's Dau — Tow 
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Father Mr. Phillips of Grays-Inn, who had an Eſtate and 
never is d? You had nota Brother kill'd at Landen 
Your Siſter Diana is not dead; nor you are not Co- heireſi 
with Miſs Molly no, Madam, I don't know you, no, 
nor love you ? 

Pen. 1 wiſh I had taken her Advice in going He 
means her all this while ——- Pſhaw, this is downright fool. 
ing. Let's go, my Dear, leave him to the Woods, as you 
ſay. I wiſh'twas full of Bears. Aide. 

Vick. No Now I'll ſtay to plague him. 

Pen. No, you ſhan't ſtay-— Sir, we have given our- 
ſelves the Diverſion to ſee you, and confront you in your 
Falſhoods; in which you have intangled vourself to that 

ee, you know not even the Woman you pretend to; 
therefore, Sir, I ſo far deſpise you, that if you ſhould 
come after me with your Fiddles_—- I'll have a Porter 
Ready to let you in. [ Aſede, 

Vie. 1 don't know how to threaten a Gentleman in that 
manner: But I'm ſure ſhall never entertain any Man that 
has disoblig d my Friend, while my Name's Victoria 

[ Exeunt Arm in Arm. 

Lat. Maſter methinks these Ladies don't underſtand 
Wit. They were very rough with you. 

V. Book. Ay, they were ſomewhat dull_— But really 
Victoria discover'd herself at her going, methinks, agree- 
ably enough. | 

Lat. 18e ieve they are irrecoverably loſt _—_ 

Pox on't, when I gave you ſo many Signs too 

Y. Book. Well, hang thinking Let's to the Tavern, 
and in every Glaſs name a new Beauty; till I either forget, 
or am inspir d with ſome new Project to attain her. 


M hile in a lo veh Bowl I drown my Care, 
She'll ceaſe to be, or Ito think her, fair, [Exeunt, 


ACT 
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A CT W. 
SCENE, Covent Garden. 


Enter Young BookwiT and LATINE. 


Young BOOKWIT. 


T His Roebuck has almoſt done my Buſineſs... Rigby's 
an honeſt Fellow, and wou'd not poison us. The 
Wine had good Humour, Mirth, and Joy in't My Blood 
beats high and frolick : What ſays my dear Lacquie ? Ha! 
Lat. Why, Sir, I fay, Sir, that Iam in ſo noble, fo ex- 
— ated a Condition, that I almoſt forget I am your Honour's 
Arm. Footman 
ſtand | V. Book. Do but your Buſineſs well tu-night—- 
Lat. Who ſays the Tongue ſtutters, Legs falter, and 
really | Eyes fail with Drink. Tis false, my dear Maſter, my 
gree- | Tongue runs faſter than ever My Legs fo brisk and 
nimble, that I can't ſtand ſtill; and my Eyes are better than 
ever they were; for | ſee everything double—— But the 
I Letter, the Letter, I warrant I give it her. 
vern, V. Book. Here, here, Fack, take it. 
T get, Lat. Let's come nearer the Lamp This is the foul 
— 25 it that tis wrap'd in Let me judge Now 
Il be ſedate Let me read it again. 
Y. Book. But you look cursed y fluſter d They'll ſay 
you're drunk Let's ſee, I mult comb your Wig a little. 
Lat. I ſhall be kick'd for this Letter here about the mid- 


ceunt, 


de You ſhou'd not talk of Joys ſo ſoon———- You ſhou'd 
write miserably a Fortnight, or three Weeks longer I 
ſhall be kick'd. | 
© - Y. Book. What then? What then? A Man of your Phi- 

lozophy muſt needs remember the Body's but the meer 


Organ 


* 
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Organ of the Mind Kicks come under the Topick (| 
things without—— What ſhall I do for Powder tor th 
ſmart Bob. [Combs out his own Wig into La | 

Las. Tis no matter, Sir; Powder comes under the N S. 
tion of things without. | 

V. Book. Oh! But Ladies are no Philosophers; but asy 
being drub'd (these — too) you muſt fix your Im 
__ ſome other Object, and you may by force i 

hought ſuspend your Feeling The Body is but the In 
ſtrument ot the Mind and you may command an In 
ſtrument. 

Lat. No, Sir, Ill have you to know, I'll ave my Cu 
caſs by meer dint of Eloquence. You have no other Or 
ders 

V. Book. No: But may Perſwaſion, Grace, and Elocy 
tion hang on thy Lips But if you can come in to Vit 
. r you. Fare 
wel. Exit 

Lat. This is the inchanted Caſtle which the Lady fai 
inhabits. Ha! Mr. Simon, Sir, I am your moſt humby 
Servant—_.. My dear Friend 

Enter SIMON. 

Sim. Your Servant, good Sir, my Lady is with Madam] The Ge 
—_— — ng —_— here * 2 But alli 
ruin They are bo e angry your Maſter ] I WOI 
But Lettice = Set egos ths, LA Mr. Fohn, ſpobe] *9uld of 
up rarely, that ſhe did indeed. md my 

Lat. Can't one come to the Speech of her? 

Sim. I was order'd to have a ſtrict Eye to the Door, and} Lat. 
let no Body in whatever—— I don't care for going up, be- Ler. 
cause ſhe'll ſee J have made a Cap of one of the fineſt Naps | discove 


l kins, for which ſhe'll make a plaguy Noise. for I kn 
| Lat. Nay, nay, you are y of my mind, 1 love to] Jour M: 
avoid Anger. Lat. 


Sim. Youarealittle disguis'd in Drink tho', Mr. Fohn—| Jou, m 
But I han t ſeen you, not Go ſtrait up Mrs. Lertia Deareſt 


is in the Anti-chamber. Let. 
Lat. I thank you, dear Friend. My Maſter bids me —— 
{ 


upon these Occaſions —— Gives him Mom. 
Sim. I beg your Pardon, good Mr. John. : ol 


The Ladies Friendſhip. 43 


' Lat. Look you, Iam a Servant as well as you, what do 
mean, Mr. Simon? Come, come, Time's precious 
hen your Lady's marry'd all these Vales will end- 
Sim. Nay, I faid behind your Back, Mr. John, that you 
were very well ſpoken Well. Put up briski'y. III 
fand your Friend as much as one Servant can to another, 
gainſt all Maſters and Miſtreſſes whatever. 

Lat. Thanks, good Mr. Simon. [ Exennt, 


SCENE opens and diſcovers LeTTiCE reading by a ſinall 
Candle, two large ones by her nulighted. 


Let. Tis a moſt fad thing, one dare not light a large Can- 
de, except Company's coming in and I ſcarce can fee 
w read this piteous Story Well, in all theſe Diſtreſſes and 
Misfortunes, the faithful Argalus was renown'd all over the 
Plans of Arca Arca Arcadia for his loyal and 
true Affection to his charming Paramour, PARTHENIA—— 
Bleſſings on his Heart for it there are no juch Suitors 
14 2ow-2-days——. [Weeping.] But I hope they'll come to- 

again at the end of the Book and marry, and 
ve ſeveral Children Oh! Bleſs me! A Man here! 
| [ Turns over the Leaves. 
Madam] The Gentleman's pretty Man [ Aſide, 
But all; Enter LATINE. 
Maſter. | - I wonder by what Means, with that Impudence, you 
, ſpoke would offer to come up Stairs, at this time o th Night 
ad my Lady in the next Room —- I proteſt II cry out. 
| In a low Voice all. 
or, and} Lat. Dear Mrs. Lettice, my Love to you — | Aloud, 
up, be- Let. Hiſt— hiſt! 1 am, methinks, however, cath to 
ſt Nap» discover you, because Servants mult do as they're bid 
for I know it was not to ſee me—— but ſome Meſſage from 
love to Jour Maſter you came avout. | 
| Lat. I ofter'dto bring a Letter from him, in hopes to ſee 
rom] Jou, my Deareſt. Vil not give it at all, I don't care. my 
Deareſt. Kiſſes her Hand. 
Let. Pho, pho! Now yeu are rude, because you krow 
ids me] one dare not discover you Vou do what you will. How 
Mom. he kiſſes one's Hand —- I warrant he has ki ſs d his Betters 
— Pray, did you never live in a Lady's Service? 
Lats £0 Lat. 
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Lat. No, nor do value any of the Sex but your dear 
ſelf, Mrs. Lettice—— I wou'd be discover'd. [ Aſide, 
I'm in a Rapture! Ina Flame! | 

Pen. within. Who's there? Voice within, 

Let. Hiſt, hiſt! Cou'd not you have forc'd a Kiſs quiet- 
ly-— Madam Madam -— Hold me faſt She the 
Letter, my Lady's coming I tell you, Sir, ſhe will re- 
ceive no Meſlage at all Get you down Stairs, you im- 
pudent! Hold me faſter yet, ſhe loves your Maſter. 

[ Softly aſide to Latine. 
Enter PENELOPE and VictoORIA. 

Pen. What can this mean What Feliow's that has 
ſeiz'd the Wench ? 

Let. Madam, Madam, herc's Mr. Bookwit's Footman 
drunk, and has directly ſtole up Stairs with ſome ill Delign, 
I fear, on me But has a Letter from his Maſter to your 
Ladyſhip. 

Pen. Call up the Servants; Simon, William, Kate, Alſe; 
IIl have the Rascal well baſted for his Insolence Serv'd 
juſt as his Maſter deserves. 

Lat. kneeling. Let not those Lips, more ſweet than La- 
bour of Hyblean Bees, utter a Sentence, as if a Libyan Lio- 
neſs on a Mountain gave thee Suck, and thou wert 
obdurate Offspring of a Rock. _. | 

Viet. Hyblean ! Libyan! Obdurate! Ridiculous The 
Fellow has got his Maſter's Cant ! Ha, ha, ha! 

Pen. I' put him out of it, VIl warrant you What, 
v7ill no one come up there? 

Enter Servants with Brooms, &c. 

Lat. Oh! For the force of Eloquence to alliy and recon- 
eile the Paſſions of this angry Manſion I had like to 
have ſaid plain House, whic 
Buskin, in which I would at present talk. 

Pen. Did you ever hear anything like this? Ha, ha! 

Maid. Madam, ſhall I beat him? 

Lat. Ah culinarly Fair, compose thy Rage; thou whos 
more skiltul Hand is ſtill employ d in Offices for the Su 
port of Nature, descend not from thyself, thou brig 
Cook- maid There I ſunk again! With heightned Gufts 
and quickning Taſtes, by you what wou'd be Labource 


been againſt the Laws of 
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made Delight. Thou great Robuſt, let not thy Hand all 
red aſſault a Life it rather ſhould preserve. 

Maid. Good Madam, excuse me, I can't touch him 
I have Bowels for him. [Weeping 

Sim. 1 wiſh I had his Learning, I'll warrant he buys in 
everything wherever he lives 

Lat. This, Madam, this faithful Paper tells you the Paſſi- 
ons of the tendreſt Heart that ever bled for cruel Maid — 
Oh Vittoria ! Did you but hear his Sighs, his reſtleſs Hours 
— - how often herepeats Victoria 

Let. Victoria! Then I find this is none on't meant to my 
Lady Nor to me neither The Maſter and Man are 
both Rogues. [ Aſcde. 

Pen. Receive your ſeasonable Epiſtle now at Midnight. 

Vick, He can't mean me To you he all along adureſs d 
—  Wovu'd I cou'd read it without 1 [ Afrde. 

Pen. To ſhew you I value neither Author nor Bearer of 
it Kick the Fellow down. 

Lat. Nay, Madam, fince Matters muſt come to Extre- 
mities, I'd rather have the Honour of your Ladyſhip's 
Command, tobe cudgel'd by your good Family, than have 
it from my Maſter —- A disappointed Lover in his Rage 
will ſtrike Stone-walls, and things inanimate, much more 
a poor ive Footman. Theretore I muſt deliver my Meſſage 
u read it to you, Ladies, for I ſee you are Friends. 

Pen. Away with him. 

Lat. If the Sincerity of my Intentions were not 

Let. Get out, false Wretch. 

Lat. Demonſtrable, in ſpite of — — 

Maid. Take that 

Lat. Theſe Accidents, in which I have been involv d, 7 
ſhould not dare to tell you how alternately Foys, Raptures, 
Ecftaſies, Miſeries, Doubts, and Auxieties do attack a Breaſt 
devoted to you. 

Whither ſhall injur'd Virtue fly for ſhelter, 

When Love and [Tonour ſuffer thus in me! 

Oh! I cou d rage, call Elements about me, ſpout Cataracts 
Muſt I be drub d with Broom- ſtaves? Exit Lat. 

Pen, Come in, my Dear, again The Night is cold. 
Exeunt. 

Enter 


D 2 
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Enter LOVEMORE and FREDERICK. 
Love. It is fo pleasant a Night, that I will ſee you over 
the Garden to your Lodgings — | 
Fred. That Compliment won't paſs upon me— Your 
Reason for ſauntring this Way is that tis near Penelope's. 


Love. l come for her ſake! No; ſhou'd ſhe write, be- 


ſeech, kneel to me, I think I ne er ſhould value her more. 
No, I'll be no — her Jeſt; ſhe ſhall not dally 
witha Paſſion ſhe deserve not—— 

Fred. Twere very well, were this Rosolution in your 
Power ; but believe me, Friend, one Smile, one Glance 
that were but doubtful, whether favourable, wou'd con- 
quer all your Indignation. 

Love. Faith, I'm afraid what you ſay is true. 

Fred. Then ſtrive not to be rationally mad, which you 
attempt, if you think you can at once beat your own Com- 
mand and at another's — Wou d you be Maſter of yourself, 
and have a Miſtreſs? 

Love. But I can rebel againſt that Miſtreſs. 

Fred. Do if you can —Nay, I'm ſure tis in your Pow- 
er, because to-morrow Morning you are to fight a Rival 
for her because tho you know ſhe lies back wards, and 
you can't ſo much as ſee her Chamber window, you muſt 
needs walk hither Well, I proteſt 'm of your Mind; 
there is methinks now a particular amiable Gloom about 
that House Tho perhaps to ordinary Beholders it is ex- 
actly like the others, 

Love. You are very witty, I muſt confeſs, at your 
Friend's Follies, Mr. Frederick. 

Fred. I won't then any longer diſturb your Meditation, 
but e en go home like a dull Rogue as I am, and without 
Love enough to any Woman, or Hatred enough toany 
Man to keep me awake fall faſt aſleep I was goi 
to wiſh you Reſt, but you are above all that If it Foul 
rain, I'd advise you not to forget it does but go into the 
Piazza. Ext. 

Love. Tis very well, I am deservedly laugh'd at——But 
the Door opens Bookwit's Footman ! [ Latine croſſes the 
Stage] The Maſter I ſuppose is there too: I'll watch for 

his coming out—The Morning approaches too flowly— 
| He 


Bumper of this 
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He ſhall not ſleept to-night except it be for ever Oh Re- 
yenge! Oh Jealouſy—— 
Enter young BookwiT, with Bottle and Glaſs, ſinging. 
Y. Book. Sincethe Day of poor Man, 
That littlelittle Span, 
Tho' long it can'tlaſt, 
For the Future and p 
Is ſpent with Remorſe and Deſpair : 
With ſuch a fullGlaſs 
Let that of Life paſs, 
is made up of Trouble, 
A Storm tho a Bubble, 
There's no Bliſs but forgetting your Care. 


I wonder what's become of poor Latine, I wiſh he had a 
[ Drinks. 

Love. I have no Patience to observe his insolent ſoll ty; 
how immoderately joyful my Misery has made him! 
Bookw:t ! 

V. Book. Lovemore? 

Love. What, Sir! Are you diverting the Thought ot 
to-morrow Morning's Bulineſs with Midnight Riot? Or 
is it an Aſſignation keeps you out of Bed thus late? 

V. Book. An Hour or two till Morning is not much in 
either of our Lives Therefore I muſt tell you now, Sir, 
Iam ready for your Meſſage. 

Love. That conſcious Light and Stars are Witneſlesof — 

V. Book. I want no Witneſſes — I have a Sword, as 
you bid me meet you. [ They draw and jight. 

Love. You'vedone my Buſineſs, [ Falls. 

Y. Book. Then I've done what you deſir d me. But this 
is no place for me. Exit. 

Enter Conſtable and Watchmen. 

Con. Where, where was this claſhing of Swords? So 
ho! So ho! You Sir, what are you dead, ſpeak Friend, 
what are you afraid of? If you are dead, the Law can't 
take hold of you. 

Watch. I beg your Pardon, Mr. Conſtable, he ought by 
the Law to be carried to the Round-houſe for being dead 
atthis time of Night, 

D 3 Con. 


— 
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Con. Then away with him you three——And you, Gen- 
lemen, follow me, to find out who killd him. ¶ Exeunt. 
Enter S1MOM. | 

Sim. What's the matter, good Gentlemen, what's the 
matter! Oh me Mr. Lovemore kil'd Oh me! My 
Mind gives me that it muſt beabout our young Lady. 

Watch. Does it ſo, Sir, then you muſt ſtay with us. 

| Some hold Simon, whilſt others carry Lovemore off. 

Sim. | ſtay with you! Oh gemini! Indeed I cant 
They can't be without meat our House. 

Watch. But they muſt, Friend Hark'e, Friend 
hope you'llbe hang'd. [Whiſpers him. 

Sim. I hang d! Pray, Sir, take care of your Words. 
Madam Penelope's, our young Lady's Servant hang'd! Take 
care what you fay. 

Enter LaTINE. 

Lat. Whither can this Bookwit be gone ? 

Sim. Oh! Mr. Fohn, Mr. Lovemore is kill'd juſt now, 
fince you went out of our House; and you and your Ma- 
ſer muſt have an hand in't. 

Tat. How! Lovemorekill'd! [They ſeize Latine. 
Enter others withyoung BookwiT. 

V. Book. Hands off, you dirty Midnight Rascals Let 
me go, Or | 
| Con. Sir, what were you running ſo faſt for——There's 
a Man kill'd in the Garden, and you'rea fine Gentleman, 
and it muſt be you for good honeſt People only beat one 
another | 

Lat. Nay, nay, weareall ina fair way to be fine Gen- 
tlemen, Mr. Simon and all 

Con. Hands off Rascals, you ſaid juſt now—— do you 
know whata Conſtable is? | 

Y. Book. The greateſt Man in the Pariſh, when all the 

reſt are aſleep. Cl 
Con. Come, come -I find they are desperate Fellows, 
we'll to the Juſtice, and commit em immediately. II 
teach Rascals to ſpeak High- Treason againſt a petty Con- 
ſtable | [ Exennt. 
Enter FRDERICK, and old Booxwir. 
O. Book, You well may be ſurpriz'dat my waiting _ 
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for your coming home But you'll pardon me, ſince it 
istocase meof an Anxiety that me waking. 
Fred. | ſhall be very glad if Iam capable ot doing that. 
O. Book. You knew my Tom at Oxford —— and | believe 
were not ſo hard a Student, but you made ſome Acquain- 
tance in the To] Therefore, pray tell me do you 
know Mr. Nemtomn there his Family, Deſcent and For- 
0 | 


Fred. What Newtown ? 

O. Book. Vl tell you, Sir, what you young Fellows take 
moſt notice of old ones for—a Token that you needs muſt 
know him by—He is the Father of the fair Matilda, your 
celebrated Beauty of that Town. 

Fred. I aſſure you, Sir, I never heard of the Father or 
Daughter, till this Inſtant——theretore I'm confident 
there's no ſuch Beauty 

O. Book. Oh Sir, I know your drift you're tender of 


informing me for my Son's ſake Ne told me all himself 


Ino all the Progreis of his Love with the young 
Lady Ho he was taken in the Night in her Bed-cham- 


ber by his Piſtol going of the Family diſturbance that 


was rais d upon't, which he compos'd by marrying 1 


know it all 

Fred. Is Tom Bookwit then married at Oxford ? 

O. Book. He is indeed, Sir, therefore our Affairs are now 
ſo link'd that twill be an ill Office both to the Newrowns, 
_ us, to conceal anything from me that relates to 
Fred. A Man can't be faid to conceal what he does not 
know But it ſeems, it was Mr. Bookwit gave you this 


Account himself. 


O. Book. Yes, Sir, I told you, Sir, I had it from himself 
Fred. Then l'm ſure there was nothing left out, he ne- 


ver tells a Story by halves 


O. Book. Why then you think my Son's a Liar. 

Fred. Oh fy, Sir, but he enlivens a mere Narration with 
variety of Accidents to be plain, his Discourse gai 
him more Applause than Credit Jou could not, I be- 
lieve, have married your Son to a leſs expenſive Lady in 
England, than this Mrs. Matilda III be fworn you'll 

D 4 avoid 
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avoid all the Charge of gay Dreſs, high Play, and ſtately 


Child birth you underſtand me, Sir 


O. Book. I never could ice anything in my Son, that's 
diſingenuous, to put his aged Father to this Shame. 

Fred. Never fret or — fort He told Lovemore 
this Morning, ſucha Relation of his feaſting Ladies, and 
I know not what — that he has brought a Tilt upon his 
Hands, to-morrow Morning —— therefore keep him at 
home Pl to his Adversary, fo we'll convince him of 2 
Fault which has ſo ill (tho' not intended) Consequences. 

O. Book. You'll highly oblige me, Sir. Vil trouble you 
no longer. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE Newgate. Young Bookwir, LATINE, SIMON, 

STORM, with the Crowd of Fail-birds. 

Storm. 1 apprehend, Sir, by Mr. Turakey, the Gentle- 
man there with a broken Nose, that you're brought in for 
Murther—l honour you, Sir I don't queſtion but *twas 
done like a Gentieman—— 

V. Book. I hope it will appear ſo. 

Storm. I come, I tear, Sir, to your Acquaintance with 
ſome Prejudice, because you ice me thus in Irons but 
Affliction is the Portion of the Virtuous and the Gallant — 

Y. Book. It does not depreſs, Sir, but manileſt the Brave, 

Storm. Right, Sir. I find you're noble you may 
perhaps have heard of me my Name is Storm-— This 
Persoumy Friend, who is called Faggot, and myself being 
expos d by an ungrateful World, to feel its Cruelty and 
Contempt of ragged Virtue——made War upon it and 
in open Day infeſted their High-Road. 

. Bool. Your humble Servant, Gentlemen I do 
conceive you - our Spirits could not ſtoop to Barter on 
the Change, to ſneer in Courts, to lie, to flatter, or to creep 
tor Bread Y ou theretore chose rather to prey like Lions, 
than betray like Crocodiles, or fawn like Dogs ou took 
upon you to interrupt the Commerce of a cheating 
V or id. to unload the Uſurer of his anxious Pelf— and 
ave the thoughtleſs landed Boy, he travell'd to undo 
with athousand ſuch good Actions, by which means you 
two are infamous, for vhat two millions of you had been 
Glorious, | 7 
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Storm. Right, Sir I fee you're knowing, Sir, and 
learned in Man This Gentleman, Mr. Charcoal the Chy- 
miſt, was our ſecret Correspondent, and as we never 
robb'd a poor Man ſo he never cheated a Fool But 
ſtill impos'd on your moſt {prightly Wits and Genius 
Flows of Fire, and Metal, whose quick Fancies and 
Wiſhes form'd Reasons tor their undoing—-- He is a Fol- 
lower of the great Raimundus Lullius; the Publick think 
to frighten him into their own Purposes——- But he'll leave 
the ungrateful World without the Secret 

Char. You know,Sir,he that firſt aſſerted the Antipodes, 
dy d tor that Knowledge; and I, Sir, having found out the 
Melioration of Metals, the Ignorant will needs call it Coin- 
ing and I am to be hang d tor't, would you think it? 

Y. Book. When, pray Sir, are you to be immortal? 

Char. On Friday next I'm very unhappy our Ac- 
quaintances is to be ſhort——- I'm very ſorry your Buſineſs 
is not over, Sir, that if it muſt be, we might go together. 

V. Book. I'm highly oblig'd to you, Sir. 

Char. Yetletmetell you, Sir, because by ſecret Sympa- 
thy I'm yours I mult acquaint you, if you can obtain 
the Favour of an Opportunity and a Crucible l can ſhew 
projection directly Sol, Sir, Sol, Sir, more bright than 
that high Luminary « 6 Latines call'd ſo Wealth ſhall be 
jours We'll turn each Bar about us into Golden Ingots 
ir, can you lend me halt a Crown? 

V. Book, Oh, Sir, a Trifle between ſuch old Acquain- 
tance. 

Storm. You'll be indited, Sir, to-morrow——. I would 
advise you, when your Indictment's read to one Thing 
— that is— don't cavil at false Latin; but if by chance 
there ſnould be a Word of good, except to that, and puzzle 
the whole Court. | 

V. Book. Sir, I'm oblig d 

Storm. I defy the World to ſay, I ever did an ill Tug: 
love my Friend but there is always ſome little Trifle 
given to Prisoners, they call Garniſh; we of the Road are 
bove it, but o't'other tide of the House, filly Raſcals that 
ame voluntarily hither Such as are in for Fools, ſign d 
their own Mittimus, in being bound for others, may per- 
taps want it: I'll be your Faithful Almoner. . 
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T. Book. O, by all means, Sir—- [Gives him Moy, 

Storm. Pray, Sir, is that your Footman ? 

Y. Book. He is my Friend, Sir. 

Storm. Look you, Sir, the only time to make use of x 
Friend is in Extremity ; do you think you cou'd not han 
him, and fave yourselt ? Sir, my Service to you, your 
own Health. 3 

1 Pri. Captain, . 
FO Gives it to the next Priſoner, 
2 Pri. Captain, your Health. | 
Storm. But perhaps the Captain likes Brandy better 

So ho! Brandy there [ Drinks. ] But you don't per. 
haps like these ſtrong Liquors —- Sider, ho Drinks to 
him in it Gentlemen all But Captain, I ſee you 
don't love Sider neither You and I will be for Claret 
then Ay marry! I knew this would please [ Drinks.] 
you. [ Drinks again.] Faith we'll make an end on't, I'm 


glad you like - _ 1 
Turn. I'm , Captain Storm, to impose upon 
a Gentleman, and put him to Charge in 1. 


It a Petty Larceny Fellow had done this But one of the 
Road ! 


Storm. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I don't queſtion but the | 


Captain underſtands there is a Fee to you for going to the 
's ide. [Book. and Lat. give him Mony. — 
Turnkey, Simon following.) Nay, nay, you muſt ſtay here 

Sim. Why Jam Simon, Penelope's Man. 

Storm. Then Madam Penelope's Man muſt ſtrip for Gar- 
niſh; indeed, Maſter Simon, you muſt. 

Sim. Thieves, Thieves, Thieves! 

Storm. Thieves, Thieves! Why you ſenſeleſs Dog, do 
you think there's Thieves in Newgate ? Away with him to 
the Tap-house. | Preſhes him off.] We'll drink his Coat 
off. Come, my little Chymiſt, thou ſhalt transmute this 
Jacket into Liquor, Liquor that will make us forget the 
evil Day—— And while Day is ours, let us be merry. 


For little Villains muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
That great Ones may enjoy the World in State. [Exeunt, 


ACT 


.ISCENE opens, and diſcovers Booxwrr on a Couch 


lathee th 
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r. 
SCENE, Nemgate. 


” 
* 
. 


LaTixE looking on him. 


LATINE. 


Ow quietly he reſts! Oh that I could, by watching 
c 
8 ' 
e Thor fivecteſt Gitt of Heaven to Man, 
y downy Arms embrace my Friend, 


0hS 
till in 


* | Nor loose him from his inexiſtent Trance 


lo ſense of Yeſterday, and pain of Being; 
fors Woch their Brow, 
thee th Oppreſs'd forget Tyrannick Pow'r, 
hathee—_— 

The Wretch conderan'd is to his Judge, 

lud the fad Lover to his cruel Fair; 

Nay, all the ſhining Glories Men pursue, 

When thou art wanted, are but empty Noise; 

Vho then wou'd court the Pomp ot guilty Power, 
When the Mind fickens at the weary Shew, 

And flies to temporary Death for Ease; 

Vhen half our Life's Ceſſation of our Being 
le awakes —- 

How do I pity that returning Life, 

Which I cou'd hazard thousand Lives to fave ! 


V. Book. How heavily do I awake this M 
this ſenseleſs dri 


a Hour's 
— 


ing! Oh 
nking! To ſuffer a whole Week's Pain for 


ollityMethinks my Senses are burning round 
ve but interrupted Hints of the laſt Night —- 


! 
i 
( 


| 
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Ha; in a Goal; Oh! Iremember, I remember: Oh L 
more! Lovemore: I remember N 
Lat. You muſt have Patience, and bear it like a Man. 

V. Book. Oh! Whither ſhall I run, t avoid myself? 
Why all these Bars? These bolted Iron Gates? 

They re needleſs to ſecure me Here, here's my Rack, 

My Goal, my Torture—— 

Oh! I can't bear it I cannot bear the ruſhing 

Of new Thoughts 

Fancy expands my Sensesto Diſtraction, 

And my Soul ſtretches to that boundleſs Space, 

To which Pve {ent my wretched, wretched Friend. | 

Oh! "th Latine ! Is all our Mirth and Humour Come 
to this? 

Give me thy Bosom, close in thy Bosom hide me 

From thy Eyes, I cannot bear their Pity or 

Lat. Dear Bookwit, how heartily I love you. I dont 
know what to ſay But pray have Patience. 

Y. Book. It you cant bear my Pain, that's but commun 
cated by your Pity——how ſhall I my proper inborn Woe, 
my wounded Mind ? 

Lat. In all Aſſaults of Fortune that ſhould be ſerene, 
Not in the Power of Accident or Chance 

Y. Book. Words! Words! All that is but mere Talk ; 
Perhaps indeed to undeserv'd Affliction 
Reason and Argument may give Relief, 

Or in the known Viciſſitudes of Lite, 
We may feel Comfort by our ſelt-perſuaſion. 
But oh! There is no talking away Guilt : 
This divine Particle will ake for ever. 
There is no Help but whence ] dare not ask; 
When this material Organ's indispos'd 
uleps can cool, and Anodines give Reſt, 
ut nothing mix with this celeſtial Drop, 
But Dew from that high Heav'n of which tis part. 

Lat. May that high Heav'n compose your Mind, 
And reconcile you to yourself. 

Y. Book. How can I hope it 
No muſt descend from Man, 

Grovel on Earth, nor dare look up again! 


| 


Oh Lovemore! Lovemore ! Where is he now ? 
Oh! Thinking, Thinking, vhy didſt thou not come ſooner, 
Or not now] 
My Thoughts do ſo confuse me now -as my Folly and Plea- 
ures did before this fatal Accident that I cannot recol- 
ect whence Lovemore was provok d to challenge me. 
Lat. You know, dear Book wit, I fear'd ſome Ill from a 
careleſs way of talking But alas I dreamt not ot ſo great 
Y.Book. Ay there it was He was naturally a little jea- 
lus! Heav'ns, do 1 fay he was! I talk d to him of Ladies, 
Treats, and he might poſſibly believe 'twas where he had 
d I remember his ſer ious Behaviour on that Sub- 
1 Oh this unhappy Tongue of mine! 
Thou lawleſs voluble deſtroying Foe. 
That ſtill run'ſt on, nor wait'ſt Command of Reason. 
Oh! Icou'd tear thee from me 


Lat. Did you not expoſtulate before the Action? 
V. Book. He wou d have don't; but I fluſh'd with the 
hts of Duelling-—preſs'd on 


Thus tor the empty Praise of Fools, I'm ſolidly unhappy. 
Lat. You take it too deeply Your Honour was con- 
cern'd. | 
Y. Book. Honour ! The horrid Application of that 
kcred Word, to a Revenge gainſt Friendſhip, Law and 
Reason, is a damn d laſt ſhift of the damn'd envious Foe of 


human Race. The routed Fiend projected this but ſince 


Forgive. Enter TURNKEY. 

Turn. Gentlemen, I come to tell you that you have the 
Favour to be carried in Chairs to your Indictment, to which 
jou mult go immediately. 

Lat. We are ready, Sir. 

Y. Book. How ſhall I bear the Eye-ſhot of the Crovyd in 
Court ? ; | [ Exenunt. 

SCENE, Fatprinick's Lodgmgs. 

Enter LOVEMORE in 4 Serjeaut's Gown, and FREDERICK. 

Love. Mankind is infinitely beholden to this noble Stip- 
tick, that cou'd produce ſuch wonderful Effects ſo ſudden- 
y: But tho my Wound was very light, I'm weak by the 
Effuſion of ſo much Blood 3 

re 
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th' expanſive glorious Law from Heav'n came down—— 
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Fred. Yetafter all, you havenot loſt enough to cool your 
Paſhon. Your Heart till beats Penelope, Penelope But 
in this Disguise you have Opportunity for Observation; 
you'll ſee whether you ought ſtill to value her or not: Im 
glad you thought of being brought hither as ſoon as you 
self; I expect oid Bookwit every Moment 


| Enter old BooxwIr. 
There heiss 


O. Book. Oh ! Mr. Frederick Too late, too late was 
our Care: They met laſt Night, andthenthe fatal A& was 
done — You'll excuse, Sir, a Father's Sorrow——I can't 
ſpeak much, but you may gueſs what I hope from you. 

Fred. You may depend upon ingenious Usage in the 
Prosecution; I'm going inſtantly to Penelope's with this 
learned Gentleman to know what ſhe can ſay to this matter 
—— I defir'd you in the Note I ſent you to purchase the Fa- 
vour of your Son's being brought thither, where he and 

may be Witneſſes of what ſhall paſs I ſeek not his 
Blood, nor wou'd neglect a Juſtice to my deceas d Friend. 


O. Book. I believe my Son and the reſt are going thither | 


eer this; and I defire this worthy Serjeant's Favour and 
Advice ſince we both mean the fame thing, only to act 
with Honour, if his Life may be avid  . 

Love. 1'lldowhat's juſt tothe Deceas'd and the Survivor, 

O. Book. I'll leave you, but will take care to come in juſt 
afore the Criminals arrive [Exit 

Love. The 
long to ſee my lovely Torment Penelope. 

Fred. Il but leave word within. 

SCENE PENELOPE's Lodgings. 
Enter PENELOPE and VICTORIA. 

Pen. It ſcems Simon lay out all Night, and was carried 
away by the Watch with ſome Gentlemen in a Quarrel. 

Vie. I fancy the Men who are always for ſhewing their 
Valour, are like the Women who are always talking of 
their Chaſtity, because they're conscious of their defect 
in't. | 

Pen. Right for we are not apt to raise Arguments, 
but about what we think is — 2 


Vit, 


old Gentleman Prithee let's go, I 


[Exennt, | 


Matter 
the Fa- 


wa 5 you that all the any — once had in you, is vani 

* Ah Penelope! I'm ſorry for every good Quality you have 
riend. pen. Since you are fo fran I — conteſs to you 
thither omething very like this —— But however I envy d that 
our and grightly ingenuous native Beauty of yours; I ſee it now 


y to act 
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Vie. Ay, ay, they whose Honour isa ſore part, are more 
fearful of being touch d, than they in whom tis only a ten- 
er one. But tell me honeſtly, Penelope ſhould Love- 
wore be in this Rencounter, and that for your . wou d 
t have no effect upon you in his Favour ? 

Pen. I don't know how to answer you; but I find fome- 
thing in that Reflection, which acquaints me tis very hard 
for one to know one's own Heart. [ Sighs. 

Vick. However, let your Heart answer me one 
_ as well as it can Does it love meas well as ever 
it did? 

Pen. Do's not, Madam, that Queſtion proceed from a 

in your own ? 

Vie. It does, Penelope, I own it does—— I had a long 


Conflict with myself on my Pillow, laſt Night. 
Pen. What were your Thoughts there ? 
Vick. That I ow'd it to our Friendſhip to acknowledge to 


much the figure of your Mind, that I can conquer, I 
think I can, any Inclination in myself that opposes the 
Happineſs of ſo ſincere a Friend 
Vit. Explain yourself, my Dear. 

Pen. I'll discountenance this Bookwit's ambiguous Ad- 
teſſes And if Lovemore can forgive my late ill Usage 


.I need fay no more 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. Mr. Frederick below deſires to ſee you on ſome ex- 
ordinary Buſineſs. 
Viet. I have not time, my deareſt Friend, to applaud or 
thank you—— but muſt run in—— He comes from Love- 
nore— remember. | Exit. 


Pen. Let him come up Now can't I for my Life 
forbear a little Tyranny. 

Enter FREDERICK and LOVEMORE. 
Pen. Good morrow, Sir: I believe I know your Buſi- 
tels. you're officious for your Friend But I am _ 
Fre. l. 


— ” _ —U— T W , 


| 


| 
, 
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Fred. I know you are, and have been; but I come only 
to do him a laſt Office He'll trouble you no more, but l 
muſt conjure you to read this, and inform this learned Gen- 
tleman what you know of this Misfortune. 
Pen. reading. Tour Cruelty provoł d me to deſire the 
Favour of dying by Mr. Bookwit's Hand, ſince he had taken 


from me more than Life, in robbing me of yon. farewel for 


ver I direct Frederick not to give yon this, till Tam no 
more Writ in His Blood Till I am no more! Love- 
more no more Thou ſhalt not be no more Thou 
ſhalt live here for ever. Here, thou deareſt Paper, mingle 
with my Life's Stream : Either the Paper bleeds anew, or 
my Eyes weep Blood. So let em do for evet Oh, my 
Lovemore! Did the Vanity of a prating Boy baniſh thy ſolid 
Services and manly Love ? 

Fred. This is no Reparation to him for his loſt Life, nor 
me for my loſt Friend Yet when you please to receive 
*'em, I am oblig'd to deliver you tome Papers, wherein he 
has given you all the Fortune he could beitow ; nor would 
revoke it, ev n thus injur d as he was 

Pen. Curse on all Wealth and Fortune! He, he is gone 
who only deserv d all, and whose Worth | know too late. 

Love. Oh Ecſtasy! Why was | angry at her rejoicing in 
my Sorrow, when her's to me is ſuch a perfect Bliſs? Tis 
barbarous. not to discover myself? [To Fred. 

Fred. Do, and be us'd barbarouſly — But, Madam, you 
mult be compos d; your Lite for ought I know's at ſtake, 
for there is no ſuch thing as Acceſlaries in Murther; and it 
can be prov'd, you knew of Lovemore'sthreatning to fight 
Bookwit— —Y ou mult either take your Trial yourself, or be 

Mr. Bookwit's Witneſs. 

Pen. I his Witneſs No i ſwear anything to hang 
him. | 

Fred. Ah! Madam, you muſt conſider yourself howe- 
ver Pray, Sir, read her Indictment to her. 

Love, reading. That on the ſaid third Day of April, the 
ſaid Penelope, of the Pariſh of St. Martin's in the Fields, 


Spinſter, without Fear before her Eyes, but by the Inſtigation 

of the Devil, and through an evil Pride of Heart 

[ Weeping. 
Love, 


Pen. Tis too true 
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e only 4 Did contrive, abett, and conſent to the Death of 
Mrs, ohn Lovemore, Eſquire, of the Age of twenty eight Years, 
Gen- pr Fear wean 11 7 the N 

Fred. 1 can't hear the mention of him without Tears. 
He was the ſincereſt Friend. 

Love. I think Ihave ſeen him He was, I've heard, a 
Man of Honeſty, but of ſomething a disagreeable Make. 

Pen. Oh! Sir, you never ſaw him, it you think ſo 
His Person was as tree as his Mind was honeſt, nor had he 
Imper tection, but his Love ot me. [ Weeps. 

Love. I tremble, I ſhalldisoblige her too much. To Fred. 

Fred. You ſhan't discover yourselt, you ſhall go through 
her Soul, now tis mov'd on our ſide W. in her now, or 
ſee m V Face no more Il not have my Wine ſpoil d eve- 
ry Night, with your Recitals of Love, and asking Advice, 
tho you never mean to take it, like a true Lover. 

Pen. When did that beſt of Men expire, good Mr. Fre- 
derick ? 

Fred. This Morning: But ſhou'd I ſpeak the manner 
With a faint dying Voice he call'd me to him. I went in 
renderneſs to take my long farewel—— He in a laſt Effort 
of Nature preſt me to his Breaſt, and with the {otteit Ac 
cent ſigh'd in Death, Penelope. 

Pen. Oh the too generous Man! Ungrateful I ! 

* {Curſes on him frſt flatter'd with his Tongue, 

On her that firſt diſſembled in her Sience 

What Miseries have they entail'd on Lite, 

To bring in Fraud and Diffidence in Love: 

dimplicity's the Dreſs of honeſt Paſſion, 

Then why our Arts, why to a Man enamour'd, 

That at her Feet effuses all his Soul, | 

Muſt Woman cold appear, false to herself and him? 

Fred. Do you ſee there You'd have {poke before ſhc 
confider'd that [ Aſide to Love. 
Pen, Oh! Cou'dI ſee him now to preſs his livid Lips, 
And call him back to Lite with my Complaints, 

His Eyes wou'd glare upon my Guilt with Horror, 

That us'd to glote and melt in Love before me 

0 Let mine for ever then be ſhut to Joy, 


Veeping« To all that's bright, and valuable in Man ! 
Love, "I I” 


; 
: 


— T— — 
— 
— 
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J 

Ill to his facred Aſhes be a Wife, Let 
And to his Memory devote my Lite. [ Exit, you 
Love. This is worth dying for indeed I'll follow her. The 
Fred. No you ſhan't ; let her go in—— throw herself Wh 
upon her Bed, and hug, and call her Pillow Lovemore. "Tis Too 
but what you've done a thousand times for her. Oh! 
Love. That's true too. Tis 


Fred. Let her contemplate on the Mischief of her Vani- | | Age 
ty: She ſhall lament*rill her Glaſs is of our ſide Till its And 
pretty Nies be all blubber d, its Heart muſt heave and pant 
with perfect Anguiſh before twill feel the Sorrow of ano- Into 
thers; don't you know Pride, Scorn, Affectation, anda But! 

| Whole Train of Ills muſt be fobb'd away, before a great | Tha 


Beauty's mortity'd to purpose. All r 
Enter Servant. But! 

Ser. Old Mr. Book wit enquires for you here, Mr. Frede- 0 
rick, * 
Fred. Pray let him come up. to g. 
Enter old Boox wir. Wha 

Love. What's the matter? You ſeem morediscompos's | Con 
than you were at Mr. Frederick's ; ſomething ſtill new. Nor 


O. Book. | faw the Boy a-coming in a Chair, he looks ſo It m 
languid and diſtreſs d, poor Lad: He has all his Mother's | whs 
Softneſs, by nature of the {weeteſt Dispoſition Oh! | Don 
Gent emen ou know not What it is to be a Father — | yer, 
To {cc ny unly Child in that Condition My Griet quick- O 
ned at the tight ot him, I thought I could have Patience | ever. 


lll hw him. "a 
Enter Servant. To h 

Ser. There are two or three in Chairs deſire Admittance | I can 
by Appointment. Y 
O. Beok.. *T:s right, Sir. I gro 
Enter you; Bookwit, LATINE, and Goaler. But! 


Oh, my dear Child, oh J! Are all thy aged Father's O 
Hopes then come to this, that he can t fee thee his only 
Son, but guarded by a Goaler Thy Mother's happy that | gutt 
liv'd not to ſee this Day Is all the Nur ture that ſhe gave G. 
thy Intancy . The Erudition ſhe bequeath'd thy Youth, | 0 
thus answer d Oh, my Son, my Son! Rise and fup- | And 
port thy Father! I tink with Tenderneſs, my Child, come 
to my Arms white thou art mine, T. Book. 


- 
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Y. Boak. Oh beſt of Fathers! 


| Let me not {ee your Tears, don't double my Afflictions by 
your Woo 
There's Consolation whena Friend laments us, but 


When a Parent grieves, the Anguiſh is too native, 


Too much our own to be called P.ty. 
Oh! Sir, conſider, I was born to die 
Tis but expanding Thought, and Life is nothing; | 
| and Generations pats away, { 
| And withreliſtlels Force, like Waves o'er Waves, | 
Roul down th' irrevocable Stream of Time, 
Into the insatiate Ocean for ever Thus we are gone. 
But the erroneous Senſe of Man tis the Lamentcd [ 
That's at reſt, but the Survivor mourns | 
All my Sorrows vaniſh with that Thought, 
But Heav'n grant my aged Father Patience. 
O. Book. Oh Chila ! Turning away. 
V. Book. Do not torment yourself, you ſhall promise not 
to grieve — 
What if they do upbraid you with my Death 
Conſider, Sir, in Death that our Relation ceases, 
Nor ſhall I want your Care, or know your Griet. 
It matters not whether by Law, or Nature, tis I die. 
What, won't my Father hear me plead to him? 
Don't turn from me 
Yet don't look at me with your Soul fo full. 
O. Book. Oh my Child, my Chid. I cou'd hear thee 
ever. 
Twas that I lov'd thee, that I turn away, 
To hear my Son persuade me to reſign him, 
I can't, I can't. The Grief is inſupportable. 
Y. Book. You make a Coward of me with your Anguiſh, 
I growan Infant, ſcarce can weep with Silence, 
But let me keep ſome Decency in my Diſtreſs. 
O. Book. If we might be apart | 
[ Looking at the Company, 


But that's too much to hope. 
Goal. No, no, we'll leave you to yourselves. | Exeunt. 
O. Book. Thave too much upon me, Child, to ſpeak— — 
And indeed have nothing to ſay, but to feed my Eyes upon 
E 2 thee, 
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thee, e' er we part forever, if Tears would let me When 


you have ſlept in your Cradle, I have wak d for you 
and was it to this end Oh Child, you've broke your 
Father's Heart. [ Swoons, 
{up Good Heav'n forbid it guard him and pro- 
tect him. 
He faints, he's cold, he's gone, Running to him. 
He's gone, and with his laſt Breath call'd me Parricide, 
You've broke your Father's Heart! Oh killing Sound 
I'm all Contagion, to pity me is Death. 
My Griefs to all are mortal but myself. 
You've broke your Father's Heart: If Idid ſo. 
Why thus ſerene in Death, thou ſmiling Clay, 
Why that calm Aspect to thy Murtherer ? 
Oh big unutterable Grief. mercitul Heaven, 
Idon't deserve this Ease of Tears to melt 
With Penitence-— Oh ſweet, ſweet Remorse, 
Nowall my Powers giveway 
To my juſt Sorrow, tor the beſt of Fathers. 
Thou venerable Fountain of my Lite, 
Why don't I al ſo die deriv'd from thee ? 
Sure you are not gone Is the way out of Life 
Thus easy, which you ſo much fear d in me? 
| [Takes him by the Hand. 
Why ſtay Tafter ? But Ideserve to ſtay, | 
To teel the quick Remembrance of my Follies. 

Yet if mySighs, my Tears, my Anguiſn can atone 
Re-enter FREDERICK, LowEMORE, LArixr, Goaler, 
VicToRIA and PENELOVE. 

Fred, What is the Matter What | 

V. Book. Behold this Sight, Iam the guilty Wretch.... 

Fred. Keep aſide alittle, Sir, he only ſwoons, I hope, 
I think he breaths . yes, he returns you muſt com- 
pose yourself. 

Lat. Poor Bool wit, how utterly he ſeems diſtreſs'd. 

O. Bock. I will be cam. reſign to Heav'n, and hear 
you patiently. 

Fred. Vou, Sir, his Favourite Servant, pray ſpeak ho- 
neſlly the Truth ot what you know, to this learned Gen- 
teman; ho is Council in this (Case. 


Abo 


V. Book. 


ord. 


man of a — Fortune. 
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V. Book. Sir, he is not 

Love. Pray, Sir, give the Servant leave firſt. 

Lat. Know then, I am not what I ſeem, but a Gentle- 
| Iam thus dreſs d to carry on 
ſuch gay Pursuits as ſhould offer in this Town-——Not to 
detain you, Mr. Bookwit ſent me late laſt Night, with a 


Letter to one of these Ladies Coming from thence, as 


63 


Icroſs d, I ſaw Lovemore in the Garden, he ſtopp'd me, 
and after ſome ions concerning my M to this 
Houſe, to which he did not like my Answers, he ſtruck 


me, we fought I left him dead upon the Spot, of which 
this Gentleman is guiltleſs _— | 
O. Book. How! Was it you then that kill'd Mr. Love- 


: more? 


Lat. Twas this unhappy Hand gave him his Death, but 
ſoprovok'd—. | 
Y. Book. Who cou d believe that any pleaſing Paſſion 
Could touch a Breaſt loaded with Guilt hike mine? 

But all my Mind is ſeiʒ d with Admiration 

Of thy ſtupendious Friendſhip What then 

Could'ſt thou hold thy innocent Hand up at a Bar 

With Felons to fave thy Friend ? 

How ſhall I chide or praise thy brave Impoſture? 

Ah! Sir! Believe him not He cannot bear the Loſs of 
me whom he o'ervalues, therefore with higheſt Gallantry 
he offers a Benefit which twere the meaneſt Baseneſs to re- 
ceive. 

But Death's more welcome than a Life ſo purchas d. 

Lat. We all know you can talk, and gild things as you 
please, but the Lady's Servant knows I was taken near the 
Body, when you 

Y . Book. Sir, do but hear me [ Puſhing away Lat. 

Lat. Vileahly convince you. [ Puſhing away Look. 

Y. Book. Pray mind him not, his Brain is touch 

Lat. lam the Man, he was not near the Place 

Love. I can hold out no longer Lovemore till lives 
tadore your noble Friendſhip, and begs a ſhare in't. Be 
not amaz'd! But let me grasp you both, who in an 4 ge de- 
generate as this, have ſuch transcendent Viria 

V. Book. Oh Lovemore! Lovemore! How Hall 1 ipeak 
my joy at thy Recovery I 
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I fail beneath the too ecſtatick Pleasure 
What Help has human Nature from its Sorrows, 
When our Relief itſelf is ſuch a Burthen. 

O. Book. Oh, the beſt Burthen upon Earth! I 
Pardon, Sir I never was ſo taken with a Man in my 
Lite at firſt fight. ¶ Kiſſes Love.] Let me be known to you 
too. | 


[To Lat. 


Lat. Sir, you do me honour —— 

O. Book. But you, Ladies, are the firſt Cause of the ma- 
ny Errors we have been in, and you only can extricate us 
with Satisfaction Such is the force of — The 


Wounds the Sword gave this Gentleman were {light, but 


you've transfix d a vital and a noble Part, his Heart Had 


I known his Pretences, had not interpos'd for my Son 

Fred. Come, Madam, no more of the Cruel Goon, 
Lovemore ; o my Conscience the Man's afraid, tis Impu- 
dence to be alive a in Lou ſee him now, Madam, 
now you may preſs his livid Lips, and call him back to Lite 
with your Complaints. 


Love. I ſtand, methinks, upon the Brink of Fate, in aa 


ambiguous Interval of Life, and doubt accept of Being 
till you ſmile. In every human Incident beſides 

I am ſuperior, and can chuse or leave, 

Bur in minuteſt things that touch my Love, 

My Bosom's ſeiz d with Anguiſh, or with Transport. 

Pen. You've ſhewn your Paſſion to me with ſuch Ho- 
nour, that if Iam-contus'd, I know 1 ſhould not be, to fay 
I approve it-—- For I know no Rules ſhould make me in- 
ſenſible of generous Usage My Person and my Mind 
are yours for ever. 

Love. Then Doubts and Fears, and anxious Cares be gone. 
All ye black Thoughts that did corrode my Breaſt; 

Here enter Faith, and Confidence, and Love! 
Love that can't live with jealousy, but dwells 
With ſacred Marriage, Truth, and mutual Honour. 
I knew not where you wou d beſtow your Vows, | 
But never doubted of your Faith when given. 
| [ Kiſſing her Hand. 

O. Book. You ſee, my Son, hovs Conſtancy's rewarded. 

You have from Nature every Quality, 


To 


beg your | 


nodes. 
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ro make you well become what Fortune gave you; 
| But neither Wit or Beauty, Wealth or Courage, 
| Implicitly deserve the World's Eſteem, 


They're only in their Application, Goods — 


| How cou'd you fight a Man you knew not why? 
Lou don't think that tis great, meerly to dare? 
Tis that a Man is juſt he ſhould be bold 


Indeed you've err d. 

Lat. Vou give my Friend. methinks, too much Com- 
punction for a little Levity in his Actions hen he's too 
ſevere in's own Reflections on em. 

Pen. Well, Victoria, you ſee I take your Advice at laſt in 


Choice of Lovemore. 


Viet. I congratulate your miſſing ot the other. 

Pen. I heartily believe you, my dear Friend. 

O. Book. But we beſt guideour Actions by hopes of Re- 
ward. Cou'd but my Son have ſucha glorious Prospect as 
this fair One, [To Vietoria.] I doubt not but his tuture Car- 


riage wou'ddeserve her. 


Vict. I believe I may ſafely promise to approve of all the 
Truth hetells me. 

V. Book. You've promiscd then to like all I ſhall ſay. 

O. Book. These uncx good Events descrve our 


Celebration with ſome Mirth and Fiddles. 


Fred. I foresaw this happy Turn, therefore have pre- 
the Dancers. 
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SONG, 
By Mr. LEVFERID GE. 
I. 


HE rolling Years the Foys reftore, 
Which happy, happy Bir ain knew, 
hen in a Female Age before 


Beauty the Sword of Fuſtice drew. 
II. 


Nymphe and Fauns and rural Pow'rs, 

Of cryſtal Floods and ſhady Bowr's, 
No more ſhall here preſide: 

The flowing Have and living Green, 

Owe only to their preſent Queen 
Their Safety and their Pride, 


III. 


United Air, and Pleaſures bring, 

Of tender Note, and tuneful String, 
All your Arts devoted are 

To move the Innocent and Fair: 

While they receive the plea/mg Wound, 
Eccho repeats the dying Sound. 


v. Book. Since ſuchdeserv'd Misfortunes they muſt ſhare 
Who with gay Falſhoods entertain the Fair; | 
Let all with this juſt Maxim guide their Youth, 

There is noGallantry in Love but Truth, Exeunt. 


e 


t ſhare 


xeunt. 


